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Scene IN LONDON. 


PROLOGUE. 
Writ and Spoken by Mr. MACKL IN. 


ENTLEMEN and Ladies, we muſt beg your Indul- 
(Cy poor, ant hank dope et eve be offend 
At an Accident that has happen'd to Night, which was not in 
the leaſt intended, 
I aſſure you : th. dan, 4+ your Money ſhall be return'd. But 


Bo 1 4 clean. in the Play, 
a Part, 


To ſpeak the Prologue - He hae nt had time to get it by Heart. 

T have been with T Author, to know what's to be done, : 

For, till the Prolo gue's ſpoke, Sir, foys Þ, we can't go on. 4 

* Phhaw | rot the Prologue,” ſays he; then begin without it. 

I told him, "twas impoſſible, you'd make fuch a Rout about it: 

Beſides, *twould be quite unprecedented—and I dare ſay, 

Such an Attempt, Sir, would make em damn the Play. 

« Ha! dann my Play !” the frighted Bard replies: 

Dear Macklin, you muſt go on then and apologrze.” 

Apologize ! not 7. Pray, Sir, excuſe me. 

„ Zounds ! ſomething muſt be done: Prithee, dm t refuſe me: 

« Prithee, go on: Tell them, to damm my Phy, walk be a 
A dam d bard Caſe. 

« Come, do : You've a good long, diſmal, Mercy-begging Face.” 

Sir, your humble Servant 8 merry. Yes,” ſays 


he; Cue been 
« To raiſe I vr, by Jupiter : 1found "om focking.”” 
So away he went to Pla-.—O : 27 there he fits : 
Smoke him, ſmoke * fe you laughing Crits. 
Int be 7 ſituated for a 3 Oh—Oh ! a—ea ſbrill 
thee? O direful Yell! 
As Falſtaff ſays : Would it were Bed-time, Hal, and all were 


well / 


A hat think you now ? Who's Face looks worſt, yours or mine? 


Ab! 


— — 


PROLOGUE. 
Ab | thou feolifh Follewer of the ragged Nine, 


You'd better ftuck to hangt Abram Adams, by half. 

He, in ſpight of Critics, can make your Readers laugh. 

But to the P- What ſhall Iſy? -h, Faith, in my 
Senſe, 

Ticks place en to be the be Defence. 

1 think _ it was horrid ; and, in my humble Appre- 


1 not worthy your Attention. 
Fll give you a Sample, if I can recolleft it. — 
tale Courage : Never fear, Man : Don't be dejected. 
Poor Devil! he can't fland & ; he has drawn in his Head : 
I reckon before the Play's done hell be half dead. 
But 10 the Prologue. It began, 
& To Night the Comic Author o fto Day 
* — a—wm—e— about a Play : 
* And, as the Bee—(that he brings by way of 
Simile) the Bee, which roves 
« Tyre, thro*—Phaw ! Pax o my Memory /—OQO ! © thro 
& Fields and Groves, 
& go Comic Poets in fair London Town 
To cull the Flowers of Characters wander up 2 
Then there was a good deal about Rome, Athens and Dra- 
matic 
And Characters of Knaves and Courtiers, Authors and Fools, 
Aud a vaſt deal about * theyoor 
Author's Fear; 
And I think 3 about a Third Night—beping 
| e. 
2 all fb Stuff as this, not worth repeating, 
I the Probes Gn; and then at loft concludes, thu kind 
greeting, 
* To you, the Critic Fury of the Pit, YL 
Our Culprit Author does hi Canſe ſubmit : 8 
* With Tuſtice, nay, with Candour judge his Wit : 
«< Gre him, at leaſt, ban. 
* If guily, dann him ; if not guilty, clear 


* 


„ 


« HIT? 


WEDDING-DAY. 


Aer SCENE 1 


SCENE, Millamour's Lodging. Brazen 
afteep on a Chair. = 


" MILLAMOUR, (calls ſeveral times . 
. ont—Brazen. ) 


HT, you incortigible Raſcal, are you 
not aſhamed to ſleep at this time of 
Day .? Do you think yourſelf in 
Spain, Sirrah, that thus you go regu- 
> GW larlytoSleep when others goto Dinner 
| — (waking, Truly, Sir, I think he that 
wakes with the 21. ſhould reſt with him too. 
Spain ! Agad, I ſhould live in the Antipodes, by the 
Hours I am obliged to keep Nor do I ſee why the 
ſame Bell, that rings others to Dinner, ſhould not 
ring me to Sleep: For, I thank Heaven and yout 


Honour, Sleep is the only Dinner I have had theſe 
two Days. 


Mill. "Ceaſe our Impertinence, and get Things 
* + {4 as 


_, What Cloaths will your Honour pleaſe to 
wear 

Mill. Get me the Blue and Silver; or, ſtay— 

the Brown and Gold. Come back. ferch me . 

Black ; that ſuits beſt with my preſent Circumſtances. 

Brax. I — the Lace ſuits beſt with your Cir- 

B cumſtances. 


| 
| 
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cumſtances, Moſt People in your Honour's Cir- 


umſtances wear Lace. | 
Mill. Harkee, Sir. I have often caution'd you 
againſt this Familjarity— You muſt part with 
r Wit, or with your Maſter. 
"Braz: (ad.) That's true—IfThadany Wi, 1 
ſhould have parted with him long ago. No wife 
Servant will live with a Maſter who has turned 
away his Eſtate. 
Mill. Get me the lac'd—go immediately Fa- 
miliarity is a ſort of Intereſt which all Servants 
& from an indebted Maſter: And, as being in- 
ebted to a Friend, is the ſureſt way to make him 
your Enemy, ſo making your Servant your Credi- 
tor, ĩs the ſureſt way of making him your Friend. 


SCENE I. 
Millamour, Mrs. Uſeful, Brazen. 


Braz. Sir, is your Honour at home ? Here 
15 Mrs. Uſeful. ö 1 9 
Mill. Sirrah, you know I am at home to my 
Friend, my Miſtreſs, and my Bawd, at any time, 
Mrs. Uſe. Hoity, toity _— What, muſt I ſtay at 
the Door, till your Worſhip has confider*d, whe- 
ther you will ſee me or not? Do I paſs for a Beg- 
r or a Dun with you? Do you rake me for a 
radeſman with his Bill, or a Poer with a Dedica- 
tion ? | | 
© Mill. (to Braz.) Do you ſee what your Blunders 
re the occaſion of? Come, my angry fair One, 
ay aſide the Terror of your Brows, fince' it was 
my Servant's Fault, not mine. ata 
Mrs. Le. I, who am admitted where a poor 

Woman of Quality is excluded 
Ml. I kao thou art. Thou art as dear _ 
| . 
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Women of Faſhion as 22 or to the 
Men as their Buffoons. | 

Mrs. De. A very civil Compariſon | | { 
- - Mill. Thou art the Firſt Miniſter of Venus, the 
farſt P ary in Affairs of Love, and thy 
Houſe is the noble Scene of the Congreſs of the 
two Sexcs. Thou haſt united more Couples than 
the Alimony-Act has parted, and ſent more to 
bed together, without a Licence, than any Parſon 
inthe Fleet. 

Mrs. Uſe. I => I could have prevented one Cou- 
ple from doing it with a Licence. 

Mil. What, has ſome notable Whore of thy Ac- 
quaintance turn'd Rebel to thy Power, and lifted 
under the Banners of Hymen ?2— But be not diſconſc- 
late at thy Loſs.My Lite to a Farthing ſhe re- 
turns to her Duty... Whoring is like the Mathema- 
tics z whoever is once initiated into the Science is 
ſure never to leave it. 

Mrs. Je. This may probably take your Mirth 
a Key or two lower than its preſent Pitch. 

(Gives a Letter. 

Mill, J hope thou doſt not deal with the Law. I 
know no Letter can give me any Uneaſineſs, but a 
Letter from an Attorney. (Opens the Letter. — Ha! 
Stedfaſt! I know the Hand, tho' not the Name. 

Sir, after your Bebaviour io me, I might not hate 
been * ſtrifily obliged to give you any Account of my 
Actions: However, as it is the laſt Line you will ever 
fee from me, I have prevail d with myſelf 1 to tell you, 
that your Courſe of Life bas at laſt determined me to fly 
to any Harbour from the Danger of you ; and accor- 
dingiy this Morning has given me to a Man, whoſe E- 
ſtate and ſincere Affections will, in time, produce that 
Love in my Heart, which your Acłions bave - bave 
(this is a damn d bard Word) have e-ra-di-ca-ted, and 
mate me bappy in the Name of 


CLARINDA STEDFAST. 
$4 k | B 2 Mrs. 


—— 


*, 
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Mrs. Uſe. What do you think now, Sir? 
Mill. Think l that I am the moſt unhappy of 
Men, and have loſt the moſt charming of Women. 
Mrs. Uſe. I always told you what it would come 


to—but you went ſtill on in your WAY — 
Jt is 'very true, what religi en tell us, We 
never know the Value of a till we loſe it. 


Ma. Ay, tis very true indeed ; for till this 
Hour I never knew the Value of Clarinda. (Reads 
again.) hum! hum! -a, given me to aMan, whoſe 
Eſtate and fincere Affaction by which I am to 
underſtand that my Rival is ſome rich old Fel- 


jo. two excellent Qualifications for a Huſband 
and a Cuckold, as one could with. 
, Mrs. Uſe. 1 ſhall make a faithful of the 


Philoſophy with which receive the News. 
Afill, Oh ! couldſt thou tell ber half tay Tender- 
neſs or my Pain, thou maſt invent a Language to 
Expreſs them. — 
rs, Uſe, Truly, I think you had beſt ſer Pen to 
ad tell her them yourſelf. 
I had rather truſt to your Rhetoric : The 
Paper, T am ſure, will carry no more than 1 put 
* it but for thee—— 

Mrs. Le. If it receives any Addition, it will not 
be to your Advantage. 
Nil. I dare truſt thee; thou loveſt the Game too 
well to ſpoil it. 
Mrs. Uſe. It is very ſtrange that a Lover will 
9 anſwer his Miftreſs's Letter.— 
Mil. Oh ! no one writes worſe than a real Lover, 
For Love, like Honeſty, appears generally moſt 
beautiful in the'Hypocrire. In painting the Mind, 


as Well as the Face, Art generally goes beyond 


Nature, 
Mrs. Je. Why, this is all cool Reaſon. I ex- ' 


Fog nothing but Imprecations, Threatning, Sigh- 
Lamenting, Raving. — b 


Mil. 
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Mil. You are miſtaken. I a& on the 1 
of a Miſtreſs as on the Death of a Friend : I ftrive 
to the utmoſt to e 


* 0 —— 

Mrs. Uſe. You are a wicked Man. You know, 
it hath been in your Power to it. 

A. Tes; but, my Dear, I am no more reſa- 
lute to give up my Liberty to the one, than my Life 
to the other ;—and if nothing but my Marriage or 
my Death can preſerve I believe 1 
wo in Statu guo, be the 3 
it will.— 

Braz. Sir, here's u Lady— 1 don't know whe- 
cher ſhe comes under any of the Tices your Ho- 
nour would have admi 

Mill. Sirrah admit all Ladies whatſoever. 

Mrs. Ve. I'll be gone this moment. 

Mil. Why fo ? 

Mrs. Uſe. Oh! I would not be ſeen with you for 
the World. 

Mi. Out of Tenderneſs for my Reputation, I 
ſuppoſe But that's ſafe enough with you 3 and as 
for your Reputation, it is ſafe enough with any 
one.—Reputation, like the Small-Pox, gives you 
bur one Pain in your Life, When you have had 
the one, and loſt the other, you may venture with 
Safery where you — 


— * "oY 4 


8 c EN E III. 
Millamour, Mrs. Ujeful, Mrs. Plotwel. 


Mil. Ha 

Mrs. Plat. You ſeem fi „Sir: I fup 
this is a Viſit you little e , tho? I ſee it's no 
unuſual thing for you to receive Viſits from a Lady. 
Mrs. Le. No, Madam; my Couſin Millamour 
is very happy with the Ladies, Ae. 


— 
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_ Mil. (o Plotwel. ) I believe, Couſin, this is a Re- 
ation of ours you don't know ; give me leave to 
introduce you to one another. Couſin Uſeful, this is 
my Coufin Plotzwe! ; Couſin Plotwel, this is my 
Couſin Uſeful... (The Ladies ſalute.) But come, Re- 
lations ſhould never meet with dry Li. — Here 


bring a Bottle of Uſquebaugh.— 


Both Hom. Not a Drop for me.— 

Mil. Cam — —— 
Coatin, and how did you leave all our Relations in 
the North? Have you brought me no Letters? 

Mrs. Plot. Only one, Coulin. 

Mrs. De. (afide. } Couſin! this is a Siſter of mine, 
I believe We are both of the fame Trade, 1 
ont. 


Mill. (to Brazen, who enters with a Bottle.) Sirrah, 


fill the Ladies do you hear—( He takes a Letter 


Joan Plotwel and opens tt. ) 

Sir, after ſo many Vows and Proteſtations, I ſhould 
be furprized at the 2 of any one but ſo great a 
Villain as yourſelf But, as I have been long ſince cer- 
tain, that you bave not one Virtue in your whole Mind, 
that you are a Compound of all that is bad, and that you 
are the greateſt Tyrant, and the fulſeſt and moſt perjur*d 
— Earth, I can expect no «ther, I you de- 
ſerve nat this and ten times worſe, make haſte to acquit 
r/2If to the injur d Lucina. 

Mrs. Plat. Well, Sir, what does my Aunt ſay ? 

Mil. She is very inquiſitive about my Health, 
complains of my not writing. There's no Secret 

in't L'll read it for your Diverſion — (reads. 

Mrs. Plot. For Heaven's fake, Sir, do not diſ- 
cover the Secrets of our Family,— - 

Mil, My dear Nephew, I ſuppoſe it impoſſible for 
fo fine a Gentleman, amidſt the Hurry of the Beau 
Monde, to think of an old Aunt in Northumberland; 
- yet ſure you might ſometimes find an Opportunity to let 
ane know a little bow the World geen Plhaw ! ! 1 
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tend no-more—— Theſe Country Relations think 
their Friends in Town obliged ro furniſh them with 
continua} Matter for the Scandal of their Tea-Ta- 
bles. Has the old Lady no Female Acquaintance? 
They would — Pleaſure in writing De- 
famation as ſhe. in reading it. For my Part, PII 
never trouble myſelf with others Buſineſs, till I can 
wind my own, nor about others Sins, till I have 
left off my own. 
Mrs. Us Which will not be till Doomſday, Pm 
confident. 
Mil. Never while I have the fame Mind to 
tempt me to Sin, and the ſame Conſtitution to ſup- 
port me in it. For Sins, like Places at Court, 
we ſeldom reſign, till we can keep them no longer. 
Mrs. Uſe. And, like Places at Court, you often 
keep them when you can* t officiate in them. 7 
— _ Plot. But I hope you will. anſwer my Ames 


Mil. Not I, faith. Your Aunt's Letter ſhall : an- 
ſwer itſelf. Send it back to the old Lady- 
and write my Duty to her on the back Side on't. 

Mrs. Uſe. "You have done your Duty to her alrea- 
EIT 


i 


5 
Millamour, Uſeful, Mrs. Plotwel, Brazen, 


Brazen. Sir, Sir. 


Mil. Well, Sir; what, another Couſin ?— Do 


you hear, Sirrah, I am at home to no * 
Relations this Morning. 


Braz. Sir, Mr. Heartfort is below. 
Mil. Deſire him to walk up. 


Mrs. Plot. But are you reſolved not to anſwer the 
Letter ? 4 


Mil, Poſi tively,— And, hearkee—tell the en- 
1 raged 
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raged fair One, ſhe hath made a double 
Her Beauty got the better of my Reaſon, 
ber Anger 2 1 4 
my humble Service e e 
herſelf again, tell her I am come to my felk. 


Mrs. Pla. You will repent. of your Haoght- 
neſs, I warrant you. 


Mil. So there's your Diſpatch—and now for my 
other Couſin. 


. 
— — * I" "I" Ee "OO I" r n * r * * — 


SCENE V. 
Millemonr, Mis. Unul 


Mil. And for you, Madam, give my. kindeſt Re · 
ſpects to Mrs. Stedfaſt— Tell her, I will endeavour 
to efface the lovely Idea which Clarinda had formed 
in my Mind, ſince ſhe is now another's. I will 
pray for her Happineſs, but muſt love her no more, 

Mrs. Uſe.. And is this all ? 

Mil. You may carry her this again. — Tell her 1 
Till have nothing to put me in mind of her — and 
this Kiſs, which S; ſend her by you, ſhal} be the laſt 
Token ſhe ſhall have to awaken the Remembrance 
of me. 

Mrs. Uſe. Well, you're a barbarous Man. But 
ſuppoſe now I could procure a meeting between 
ou ſuppoſe I could bring her to you this very 
y, at your own Houſe— 

_ Suppoſe! Oh ! thou dear Creature, ſup- 
2 ve thee Worlds to reward thee. 

2. Well, I wilt ſuppoſe you a Man of 


A 


— — 


Hs. and much may be . Don't be out 
of the way 
Mi, Thus Men of Buſineſs diſpatch Atten- 
dants.— And in Female Affairs I believe few have 
more Buſineſs than myſelf. — The Gra: Signor 
is but 4 petty Prince in Love, * to ay 
ut 


3 
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Bur tho? I have diſguiſed my Uneaſineſs before this 
Woman, Clarinds lies deeper in my Heart than I 
could wiſn. There is ſomething in that dear 
Name me a Senſation quite different from 
| — — 
her another's ſtings me to the very 


4 
* # * ” 
nd * 5 


. 
- 
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Ss C EN E VL 


Millamaur, Heartfort. 


| Heart. What, is your Levee diſpatch'd ? I met 
antiquated Whores going out of your Door as thick 
as antiquated Courtiers from the Levee of a Stateſ- 53 
man, and with as diſconſolate Faces. «= I fancy thou 
haft done nothing for them. 
Mil. Thus it will ever be, Jack, where there are 
a Multitude of Attendants, The Lover ng more 
than the Stateſman can do every Man' s Buſineſs. 
Heart, Thou doſt as many People's Bulinels as 
any Man in Town, I dare ſwear. 
— I believe no one taſtes more the Sweets of 
=. 
Heart. Nor any more its Bitters, than 1 
Oh! Millamour, I am the moſt unhappy of 
Mankind—l have loſt the Miſtreſs of my Soul. | 
woul. Ay—and I have loſt two Miſtreſs of my 
* Heart. The Women I dest on to Diſtra®tion is 0 
to be married this day to another. | 
Mil. A Reprieve; a Reprieve, in compariſon of 
my Fate: | The Woman I doat on was married 
this morning to another. 
Heart. Thon knoweſt not what it is te love © | 
tenderly. : 
Mil. No, Faith; not very tenderly not with- 
out a great deal of Diſcretion—Here lies the Diffe- 
fence between us: You, "I have Difcretion 
in > 


— 92 ä en hs On 
* 
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in every thing but Love — I have Diſcretion in 
nothing elſe. Mine is a true Ei Heart ; it ts 
1 dan equal to the: Heat of the Equator and 
=_ - the Froſt of .the-Pab. Love ſtill nourifhes it with a 
+ | erate Heat, as the Sun doth our Climate; and 
— e—— 
= 22 poſibl 
Heart. Is it im 70 engage thee to be 
ſerious a moment? 
Mi. Faith, T believe ic would on chisSabjedt, if 
I didnor know thy Temper. 
Heart. The. Loſs of, a Mitres may. 3 
| feem rrifling to thee, who haſt loſt a thouſand. 
| Mil, The Devil take me, if I have. — I have 
| found it always much eafier to get. Niſtrefles, 
i than 10 loſe them. Women would be charming 
. Things, Hearifort, if, like Cloaths, we could lay , 
chery by when we are weary of they, 6 ſince, like 1 
Cloaths, we are oſten weary of them before they are 
worn out. But this Curſe en Multiplicity 
of Amours, that a Man is ſometimes ro fup- 
port his whole Wardrobe on his Back at once. 
* Heart, My Pafſpn, Sir, will not bear Raillery, | 
M I an {ory for it. — Raillery is a fort of 
Tet co our Pains When they will not bear that, 
indeed — Therefore PH: in- 


f 


are 
e your Infirmity, and for your fake will be 


grave on a Subject, which I could never be ſerious 


on for my own. — So, lay open your Wound, and 
1. hs 2996 che beſt Advice I can. 


e. I ap enovgh , acquainted with voor 
emper, Millamour, to know. my 0 


bligations ta 
you for this Compliance, — And after all, — 
my my Caſe requires rather your Pity than Advice; foy 


the laſt Word I had from my Miſtrefs wd 
_ me of all Men living. 


A. Hum! — faith, I think your Caſe requires 
neither Pity nor Advice, 


4 Heart, 
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+ Hart. But this is not the. moſt terrible, for 
Time might alter. her Inclination. 


Heart, I take its Violence to be a Reaſon-for its 
Change; but I have a better from Experience, for 
De formerly has told mes cht the loved mg of ail 


Men living. 

- "Ml. And what has cauſed this great Revolution 
in her Temper ? 

Heart. Oh! 1defy all Phil y to account for 


one of her Actions. You might eaſier ſolve all the 
Phenomena of Nature, than of her Mind. AH the 
inſight you can into her future T hes 2-4 
her preſent is, that what ſhe ſays to-day, 
infallibly contradict to-morrow. 

Mil. So, if ſhe promis d your Rival e 
may depend upon her diſcarding him to-day. 

Heart. Bur the then ſhe has a Father, whoſe Reſolu- 
tion is immoveable as the Predeſftinarian's Fate, 
who has given me as poſitive a Denial as his Daugh» 
ter, and is this day determin*d to beſtow her on an- 
other, whom he has preferr'd to me. 

We fo Reaſon, I ſuppoſe—becauſe he 
Heart. No, upon my Word; for a very new 
Reaſon—becauſe he is a greater Rake. For you 
muſt know, that this mighty unalterable Will, 
which is as fixed as the Per an Laws, is determined 
with as little Reaſon as the Reſolutions of fome 
Countries which are lefs ſtable.— In Hort, Sir, he 
hath laid it down as a Maxim, that all Men are 
wild at one Period of Life or another; ſo he reſol- 


ved never to marry his Daughter but to one who” 


» hath 
young Lady's 


that Period. At laſt, the 
good Stars and his great Wiſdom 


have led him to the Choice of —Mr. Mutable. 
Mil. What, our Mutable ! 
Heart. The very ſame—tho? I have reaſon to 
5 believe 


Mil.” Hardly; if it be fo violent. 


ey on 
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believe ſhe hath as great an Averſion for him as 
for me. There is ſome other, Millamour, hath 
ſupplanted me in her Heart, whom I have not yet 
been able to diſcover ; for to this Match ſhe is com- 
-pelFd by her Father. | | 
Mil. So you are a Stranger to the Man ſhe loves; 
you have only diſcover'd her Huſband, - 
Heart. Ten thouſand Horrours ate in that Name. 

Mil. Hum !—faith, to him I think there may 3 
but if the Poſſeſſion of your Miſtreſs's Perſon be 
all you defire, I can't fee how you are a whit the 
farther from that by this Match ; and as to the firſt 
Favour, I ſhould not be much concern'd about that. 
If a Man would keep a Coach for my uſe, I 
think it is but a ſmall indulgence, to let him take 
the firſt Airing in it, | 

Heart. Oh ! do not trifle. An Hour, a Minute, 
a Moment's Delay may be my Ruin. .Could 1 
but ſee her. before the Marriage, this Compulſion 
of her Father's might throw her into my Arms.— 
But he is reſolved ſhe ſhall be married on the fame 
day with himſelf, and he hath this morning taken 
a ſecond Wife, - Oh! Millamour, thou haſt a live- 
ly Imagination—Set it at work for thy Friend; for, 
by Heaven, 1 never can have any Happineſs but in 
Miſs Stedfaſt's Arms. | 
_ Mil. Miſs Stedfaſt ! — and her Father married this 
Morning l Oh ! my Friend, if I don't invent for 
thee, may I never be happy in Mrs. Stedfaſt's Arms. 
Heart. What do you mean? 

Mil. It is as fixed as your Father-in-law's moſt 
confirmed Will, that he is to be the Cuckold of 
humble Servant. Take Courage; the D— 's 
in't if he robs us both of our Miſtreſſes in one day. 
Mine he has got already and much Good may 
ſhe do him, l 

Heart. Is it poſſible? 6 

Mil. Ay, faith, This Father-in-Jaw of yours that 
tc was 
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was, to be, and that ſhall be too, hath. outſtrip'd 
me. in the Race, and i is gotten to the Goal — dy 

Heart. You are a happy Man, Millambur, who 
can be ſo eaſy in the Loſs of your Miſtreſs. 

Mil. Ay, and of a Miſtreſs thou haſt heard me 
toaſt ſa often, and talk ſo tenderly, ſofondly of — 
in the Loſs of Clarinds. 

© The D—1! was Miſs Lovely your Cla- 
rin 
Mil. Ay, Sir, Miſs Lovely, Mrs. Stedſaſt now, 
was my Clarinda, and is my Clarinds ;—and Miſs 
Stedfaſt ſhall be yours. 

- Heart. Keep but your Word there, Millamonr. 
Mil. Lookee, Heartfort, if ſhe hath a mind to 
ſee you, I'll ſend for an Engine that ſhall convey 
you thither, in ſpite of all the Fathers in Zurope. 
Heart. But the Time _ 

Mil. If you will ſtep in with me while I dreſs, 
Brazen ſhall fetch the Perſon immediately. Come, 
be not dejefted ; we ſhall be too hard for all, I 
warrant you. 

Heart. Yet how do I know but every Moment 

may be the curſed Period of my Ruin.— Perhaps 
this Inſtant gives her to another. | 

Mil. It cannot give her Inclinations ; and, as I 
have heard thee ſay, thy Miſtreſs hath Wit and 
Beauty, depend upon it theſe lities will never 
be confined in the Arms of a Man the doth not like. 
Purſue her and ſhe muſt fall. Decency may guard 
her a Honey-Moon or two, but ſhe will be yours 
at laſt. Never think a celebrated Beauty, when 
ſhe is married, is deceag'd for ever. No, rather 
her ſeering i in her Huſband's Bed, as Poets 
make the Sun do in that of Thetis, . 

Which from our Sight retires a while, and then 

Riſes and ſhines o'er all the World again. 


End & the Firſt ACT, 


ACT 


* II. 122 ** 
SCENE, Lucita's Lodging. 


Lucina and Mrs. Plotwel, 


LUCIN A. 


AEISTRACTION! Send me bak my 
Ws Letter ! Is not Falſhood enough, mult 
= he add Inſult to ĩt? Oh! may eternal 


Deſpair attend his Guile! may he be ſo. 
wretched that Hell itſelH may ficken with Revenge! 
Mrs. Plat. And may you be ſo happy as to have 
nothing to do with him! or rather, fo wiſe not to 
deſire it! 

Luc. Sure it is impoſſible—He could not be ſo 
ta Villain Lou never carried him my Letter 
e, that has ſworn ſo many Vows of — 
Mrs. Plat. Ha ! ha! ha! Vows of : 
that any Woman after Eighteen ſhould think of 
theſe, — Vows in Love have juſt the fame meaning as 
Compliments in Converfation ; and it is as ridicu- 
Jous to believe the Man who ſwearseternal Conftan- 
CY, as to believe him who aſſures you, he is your 
moſt obedient, humble Servant. 
Luc. Oh! Platwel, had I but known thee ſooner ! 
had I but knowna Friend like you, who couldhave 
armed my unexperienc*d Soul againſt the wicked 
Arts of this decenful Man 
. Mrs. Plat. Then you would have followed my 
Advice, Juſt as you have done fince we were ac- 
quainted. Could any one have armed you againſt 
the proteſting dying - Lover, who was breathing 
out daily Raptures at your Feet, when it is not in 
your Power to. il againſt him, even ang he 


preva 
Ras diſcovered his Falſhood ? : 
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Tuc. Believe me, 1: could never aſſure myſelf 
of it till now z the whole long Year chat Þ expect- 
ed his Return to Paris, tho it made me fear his 
Falſhood, ſtill left me room to hope his Truth. 
Mrs. Plot. We are apt to hope what we deſise. 
Woman have reaſon to the 


— 


could any 
eturn of a Lover, after a Month had paſt beyond 
his Promiſe? Had he intended to have married 
you, he would have done it beſore — 


like Self- Murder, 
Reſolution : He that takes time for Deliberation 
will never accompliſh either. 2 

Luc. Oh! Phu, thou art well killed in the 
Wiles of the Sex: Iwonder thou couldft be deceived. 
Mrs. Plat. Yes, Madam, I haue paid for m 
Knowledge. Man is that forbidden Fruit 
we muſt buy the Knowledge of with Guilt. He 
muſt be taſted, to be known; and certain Poiſon is 
in the Taſte. Were Man to ap eqn nee 
is, we ſhould fly from him as a tempeſtuous 
Sea 3 or were he to be what he appears, ve ſhould 
be happy in him as in a ſerene one. They lead 
us into Ruin with the Face of Angels, and when 
che Door is ſlur on us, exert the Deyil. 15 

Luc. He muſt have been a Man of uncommon. 
Senſe, who work*d your'/Ruin. . 
Mrs. Plot. Rather the Circumſtances r Ruin 
Were uncommon. - 

Luc. Fam furpriledi chat in alt our A 
the? you have often mentioned your 
„ n ocering inr 


Mrs. Plot. ne dd amet aaa: 


ill ro fa your Curioſity, and to prevent 
— ©. the future, I will tell you in as 0 
Words as I can.—In my Way to Paris, twenty 
Years ago, I fell acquainted with a young Gentle- 
man, who appeared to be an Officer in the Army. 
He 


= 


overtaking 
ing overtaken by a Lover who flies after her. 
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He continued our Fellow- Traveller on the Road. 
and, aſter our Arrival at Paris, took Lodgings in 


the ſame Houſe with us I was then young and 


unſkilPd; and too ready to liſten to the Flattery of 
2 Lover. - In ſhort, he employed all his Art to 
convince me of his Paſſion—to make an. Impreſſion 
on that Heart which was too weakly armed to reſiſt 
him. He ſucceeded, —and I was undone. . 
Lac. I can't find any thing uncommon in theſe 
— omrad for I was undone juſt che ſame-way 
Mrs. Plot. After a Month ſpent in our too faral 
and too guilty Joys, he ſuddenly elop'd from Paris, 
and from that time I never aw him more. 
Luc. But could any thing be fo ſtrange as your 
ſtaying twenty Tears in Paris, * ſeeking alter 


Phar. A the ben Year: he was lain at the 
Battle of Bellgrade.—But I think ic much more 
in you, after ſtaying a Year at Paris, to 
come a hunting after your Lover. For a Woman 
to purſue,” is for the Hare to follow the Hounds ; 
a Chaſe oppoſite: ro the Order of Nature, and can 
never be ſucceſsful. A-Woman is as ſure. of not 
the Lover who flies from hers a2 af He- 


Luc. Well, I'm reſolved to ſee him. 111 ap 
no other Advantage from it, I ſhall have at leaft 
the Pleaſure of thundering my Injuries in his Ear, — 
Mrs. Plot; The uſual Revenge of an injur'd Mi- 
fireſs,—-1f Nature had not granted us the Benefit. of 
venting our Paſſions at our Tongues and our 
the Injury and Falſhood of COINS 0 
above half our Sex. 


. — 


SCENE 


. 
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SCENE II. 
SCENE, The Street. Millamour, Hearfort, Brazen. 


Mil. Your calling on me was lucky enough; you 
could have been directed to none your 
Purpoſe than this Woman ; for tho* her Body will 
ſcarce go thro* the Door, yet ſhe has Dexterity e- 
nough to go thro* the Key-hole.— But let me tell 
you, that Dexterity muſt be put in motion by Gold, 
or it will remain in Reſt. 
Heart. She ſhall not want that. When my 
Charlotte's at ſtake, Fortune or Life are Trifles to 
the Adventurer, 

Mil. Well, for a ſober Man of Senſe, 
thou art ſomething violent in thy Paſſion. I always 
thought Love as foreign to a ſpeculative Man, as 
Religion to an Atheiſt. * 

Heart. Perhaps it may; for I believe the Atheiſt 
is as often infincere in his Contempt of Religion, 
as the other in his Contempt of Woman. There 
are Inſtances of Men who have profeſſed themſelves 
Deſpiſers of both, that have at length been found 
kneeling at their Shrines. 
| Mi. Thoſe are two things I never intend to 
trouble my Head about the Theory of- ſhall con- 
cent myſelf with the Practice 
Heart. With the Practice of one, I dare ſwear. 

Mil. In my Youth, I believe I ſhall ; and for 
being old, I defire it not, I would have the Fires 
of Life and Love go out together, What is Life 
worth without Pleaſure ? and whatPleaſure is there 
out of the Arms of a Miſtreſs? All other Joys are 
Dreams to that. Give me the fine, young, bloom- 
ing Girl—Cheeks bluſhing, Eyes ſparkling Give 
me her, Heartfort— 

Heart, Take her with all my Heart. come, Mr. 
| D Brazen 


* 
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Brazen, you are to conduct me another Way, 

Mil. You are too ſoon for Mrs, Uſefuls Ap- 
pointment. 

Heart. No matter—here is one coming I would 
avoid. | T. 

Al. Ha! Your Rival—Nay, you have no rea- 
ſon to be angry with him: You tell me, he is as 
averſe to the Match as yourſelf: You cannot expect 
he ſhould be diſintereſted out of Complaiſance. 

Heart. It is for that Reaſon I would avoid him. 
I am not Maſter enough of my Paſſions.—beſides, 
I hate Lying and Impertinence—l can't bear to 
hear a Fellow run on with his Intimacy with this 
Duke and that Lord, whom he has never ſpoke to, 
and, perhaps, never ſeen, : 

Mil. A more innocent Vanity at leaſt, than the 
boaſting of Favours from Women, tho? with Truth, 
as I have known ſome Men of Senſe do; which is 
a Vanity indulged at the Expence of another's Re- 

tation. | 
Heart. Faith, and I take the other to be equally 
as deſtructive of Reputation; for I can't ſee why 
it ſhould more reflect on a Woman, to be great 
with a Man of Senſe, than on a Man of Senſe to be 
great with a Fool. 

Mil, Pſhaw !—thou art as ſerious in thy Criti- 
ciſms on Life, as a dull Critic on the Drama. I pre- 
ter laughing ſometimes at a Farce and a Fool, to be- 
ing entertained with the moſt regular Performances, 
or the Converfation of Men of the beſt Senſe. 

Heart. In my Opinion, Laughing at Fools is 
engaging them at their own Weapons ; for a Fool 
always laughs at thoſe who laugh at him, nay, and 


oftener gets the Laugh of his Side, becauſe thereare 
in the World Abundance of Fools to one who is 
_ otherwiſe. In ſhort, it is dangerous to ridicule 
Folly any where openly ; as to ſpeak againſt Ma- 
bomeliſm in Turkey, or Popery in Rome. — But he is 
here—Good Morrow, SCENE 
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' SCENE II. 
Millamour, Heartfort, Mutable, Brazen, 


Mut. Nay, *foregad, Heartfort, you ſhall not run 
away from me — Fox take your Miſtreſs, I would 
not loſe a Friend for all the Sluts in Town—- 
Pſhaw ! damn them, they are plenty enough —If 
thou can'ſt perſuade my Father off the Match, I 
did not care if the Devil had her. 

Heart. Hearkee, Sir, on your Life, do not utter 
a prophane Word of her. | 

Mut. Well then, I wiſh you had her, or the Devil 
had her Its equal to me Tis ſo difficult to pleaſe 
you— muſt like her, and I muſt not like her. 

Mil. Ay, Mutable, to content a paſſionate Lo- 
ver is as difficult as to fail between Scylla and Cha- 
7ybdis Lou muſt fall into one Extreme or other. 

Heart. Tho? I would have. Charlotte only mine, 
yet I could not bear to hear her ſlighted by another. 

Mil. Well, Mutable, doth this — Sally of yours 
proceed from having been in Bed early, or from not 
being in Bed at all. 


Mut. Not at all, agad That Lord Bouncer is 
an everlaſting Sitter. 

Mil. Who had you with you ? 

Mut. There was myſelf, three Lords, two Baro- 
nets, four Whores, and a Juſtice of Peace. His 
Worſhip, indeed, did not fit late; he was obliged 
to go home at Three to take a Nap, to be ſober at 
the Seſſions 

Mi. And puniſh Wickedneſs and Debauchery. 

Mut. Millamour, was you ever in Company with 
my Lord Grig? He is the merrieſt Dog We had 
ſuch diverſion berween him and the Duke of Fleet- 


ftreet—Ha ! ha! ha! ſays the Duke to me Fact 


Mutable, ſays he hal ha ! ha! what do you think 
of * Lord Grig? * my Lord Duke, ſays I. 


hat 
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what of my Lord Grig? Why, ſays my Lord 
Duke again, he is damnably m Love with my Lady 
Pidle.— You know my Lady Pidle, Millamour—ſhe 
is a Prude, you know ; and that puts me in mind of 
what Sir JebnGubble told me rother day at White's — 

_ Heart. Death and Damnation! Fhis is inſuppor- 
2 2 Mr. Brazen | 


8E N E IV. 


Millamaur, Mut alle. 


Mut. White's Now, I mention White's, I muſt 
fend an Excuſe to my Lord Gaadland. He invited 
me two days ago, to dine with him to day. 

My. Two days ago !—why, he went into the 
Country a week ſince. 

Mut. Nay, then Sir Charles Wiſcall was miſtaken, 
for he Jeliver'd me the Meſſage yeſterday which 
is a little ſtrange, methinks. 

Mil. Ay, faith, it is very ſtrange; for he has been 
in Scatland this Fortnight. | | 
Mut. How | 
Mil. It is even fo, I aſſure you. 

Mut. Then, as ſure as I am alive, I dream't all 
this. Oh! but may I wiſh you Joy yet. They telł 
me you are going to be married. 

Al. Who told you ſo? 

Mut. Hum — that I can't remember. It was 
either the Dutcheſs of Holbourn, or Lady Chatter, 
or Lady Scramble, or 
3 No, you dream't it; a ſure Sign 1 

Ppe 

at. Heyday ! Where's Hearifort gone ? 

Mil. He can't bear a fucceſsful Rival. 

Mig. Poor Devil! I pity him heartily. And I 


* 


pity myſelf ; for, I proteſt, I am as ſorry at win- 


ning her, as he can be at loſing her. 


Mil. But, is there no wa of Pede the old 
Gentleman off? l 4 Mut. 


ww 


ET 
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Mut. Odd! here he comes. Prithee, do try; let 
= call you My Lord, and it will give you more 
ight with him; for he takes a Lord to beas in- 
fall le as the Pope. 
Mi. Ay, is he fo fond of Quality ? 
Mut. Oh! moſt tely. You muit know, 
he hefitates even at this Match on that account ; 
nay, I believe, notwithſtanding her Fortune, he 
would prefer a Woman of Quality for his Daughter- 
in-law, tho” ſhe was not worth a Groat. 
Mil. Ha ! *Sdeath ! I have a Thought—bur 
. here. 
— — — — — 


8 CE N E V. 
Old Mutable, Young Mutable, Millamour. 


O. Mut. Ha! Facky, have I found you out at 
kſt. It is ſo long ſince I was in Town, I had al- 
moſt loſt myſelf. , Bur, hearkee,—who's that fine 
Gentleman? Hey 

Y. Mut. Oh ! one of the Lords I told you I con- 
verſe with—an intimate Acquaintance of mine. 
Pl introduce you to him, Sir. My Lord, chis is 
= Father, my Lord 

O. Mut. At your Lordſhip's Service, my Lord. 

Mi. Sir, I am exceedingly glad to ſee you in Town. 

O. Mut. I am exceedingly obliged to your Lord- 


ſhip—My Lord, I am vaſtly unworthy ſo great an 


Honour. 

Y. Mut. You will excuſe my Father, my Lord : 
As he has liv*d in the Country moſt of his Time, he 
does not make quite fo fine a Bow as we do. 

O. Mat. My Son ſays true, my Lord. I have 
lived moſt of my Time in the Country, the 
greater my Misfortune, and my Father's Crime, 
my Lord. — But, I thank my Stars, my Son can- 
not charge me with ſtinting his Education. Alas} 
3 — A Man 

can 
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an never be ſent into the World too ſoon, — 


No, no, I ſent my Boy to Town. at ſixteen, and 
allowed him wherewithal to keep the beſt Compa- 
ny. And, I thank my Stars, I have lived to ſee 
him one of the fineſt Gentlemen of his Age. 

Z. Mu. Ah! Dear Sir, your moſt 
humble Servant, 

Mil. It is ow Sir, to ſuch wiſe Parents as 
you, that the 2 Age abounds with ſuch fine 
Gentlemen as it does. Gur dull Forefathers were 
either rough Soldiers, pedantic Scholars, or clown- 
iſh Farmers. And it was as difficult to find a fine 
Gentleman among us then, as it is a true Briton a- 
mong us now. 

O. Mut. I am very proud, mg SB to find 

Son in ſuch Company as your Lordſhip's. 
* 144 Dear Sir, the 2 
aſſure you. 

2 Mut. *Sbud ! Your Men of Quality are the 
civilleſt ſort of People upon Earth. 

- Mil. And, I believe, my Siſter is of the 
fame Opinion. 

Z. Mut. His Siſter ! (aſide) 

O. Mut. I am extremely bound to your good 

Lordſhip. 
Mil. J ſee you are ſhy of ſpeaking ; but I do 
not- at all think it beneath the Honour of my 
Houſe to marry into a worthy Family with a com- 
petent Eſtate, though there be no Title. 

O. Mut. My Lord! | 

Mill. And ſince my Siſter has condeſcended to 
receive the Addreſſes of your Son, I ſhall not op- 
poſe the Match. 

O. Mut. I am fſurpriz*d, my Lord. 

Mi. Nay, Sir, you cannot be ſurpriz'd ; for 
certainly Mr. Mutable has more Honour, than to 
— — ſo far without acquainting * 

Mut. 


. 


What can they learn at Schools or Univerſities? — + 
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O. Mut. Oh, Ves, my Lord, he has acquainted 
ne Tes, my Lord, I have been acquainted in- 

deed — But the Honour was ſo great that I could 
ſcarce believe it. | 

Z. Mut. (afide) This is not the firſt Woman 1 
have been in Love with, without ſeeing. 

O Mut. Oh, fie upon you, Jacky, why did you 
not tell me of this——PI go break off the other 
Match this Moment. My Lord, I cannot expreſs 
the very grateful Sentiments I have of this great 
Honour, my Lord — 

Mil. I ſhall be glad to ſee you at my Houſe; 
in the mean time Mr. Mutable may have as free 
Acceſs to my Siſter as he pleaſes. 

Y. Mut. Dear my Lord, I am your moſt obe- 
dient humble Servant. 

O. Mut. | and mine, my Lord, are eternally 
obliged to your Goodneſs ; and I hope my Son is 
as ſufficiently ſenſible as my ſelf. —I will juſt go do 
a little Buſineſs, and then, Facky, Pl! come to this 
Place, and you ſhall carry me to wait on his 
Lordſhip. — Be ſure to be here, or I ſhall not be 
able to find you. — In the mean time I am your 
Lordſhip's > IN, devoted, humble Servant, 
to command; 

* 


SCENE VI. 
Millamour, Mutable, 
Millamour. Well, have I not managed the old 


Gentleman finely —— 
2. Mut. Yes; but, as my Lord Twitter ſays, 
how ſhall we carry it on? | 


Mil. That Iam thinking. Suppoſe I get ſome- 
body to perſonate my Siſter I fee your Father is of 
a good, eaſy, credulous Diſpoſition,and not altoge- 
ther fo inflexible as your Father-in-law— | 

Z. Mut. No, hang him; he never kept a Reſo- 
Juion two Minutes in his Life, He is the yy Pi 

cture 
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Eture of my Lord: Shaiterbrain ; and you know my 
Lord Shatterbrain is very famous for breaking his. 
Word. Ihave made forty ts with him, 
and he never kept one ; then, the next time we 
S ſays he, I know you'll par- 
| me—I have ſuch a Memory. but there's Sir 
George Gooſe has juſt ſuch another too — but George 


is a comical Dog. that's the Truth onꝰt— There was 
he and I and the Duke 


Mil. Hearkee, I have thought how the thing 
1 ſhalt be conducted. Heartfort's Houſe ſhall paſs for 
mine z thither do you bring your Father; you ſhall 
| find a Lady ready to receive you. But you muſt 
remember to behave to her as if you were old Ac- 
quaintance. I will inſtruct her how to anſwer you, 
So, go now and expect your Father, and remem- 
1 ber to give me the Title of Lord 7 ruclove. 

Mil. Agad, I din'd with Sir Jobn Truelove about 
i! four daysago 3 and how many Bottles do you think 
we fat 

My. Twenty Dozen, if you will. 

Y. Mut. No, faith, not chat not that quite. 1 
brought off four to my own Share tho? ; and ſo drunk 
was my Lord Puxale— ha ! ha ! ha! and ſo mad 

Mil. But if thou art not quite drunk or mad thy- 
ſelf, prithee do mind thy Buſineſs ; for, if you ſtay 
one Moment longer, Pll fling up the Affair. 

Z. Mut. I go, Igo. My Lord Truelove, your 
Servant. -Foregad, Sir John is one of the merrieſt 
dogs in — 22 


8 C E NE VII. 
:  Millamour folus. 
Go thy way, Guillim difplay'd—ThouCatalogue 


of the Nobility... Sdeath, I fancy *tis the Vanity of 
ſuch Fools as this that makes Men proud of a Ti 
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tle, without any other Merit. Now, if I can but 
match this Spark with my Northumberland Couſin, 
I .ſhall handſomely be quit of a troubleſome Rela- 
tion.— And, faith, I think the Arms of a rich Fool 
are a ſort of Hoſpital, proper to every Woman 
who has worn out her Reputation in the Service. 


SITE 


— — 


SCENE VII. 
Mrs. Stedfaſt*s Houſe. 


Charlotte, ſpeaking to Mrs. Uſeful, who goes out, and 
returns with Heartfort. 


Well, well, tell the Wretch, I will fee him, to 
give him another final Anſwer, ſince he will have 
it. Poor Creature! how little he ſuſpects who is 
his Rival...Oh ! Milamour, thou haſt given this 
Heart of mine more Sighs in oneWeek, than it 
ever yet felt—nay, than it hath ever_made any 0- 
ther feel.— How ſhall I let him know my Paſſion, 
or how avoid: this Match intended for me by my 
Father! Well, Sir, how often muſt I tell you, L 
won't have you, I can't have you? 

Heart. Madam, as you have often told me the 
_ contrary, I think you ſhould give ſome Reaſon 
why you will not have me. 

Char. I tell you a Reaſon—-I hate you. 

Heart. I might expect a better Reaſon for that 
Hate than the Violence of my Love. 

Char. Oh! the beſt Reaſon in the World. I hate 
every thing that is ridiculous, and there is nothing 
{0 ridiculous as a real Lover. | 

Heart. Methinks, Graticude might produce the 
higheſt Affection. 

Char. Your humble Servant, ſweet Sir—Grati- 
tude !—that implies an Obligation; but how am I 
obliged to you for loving me? I did not aſk you 
to love me—did I? l me help your loving me; 

| and 


/ 
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and if one was to have every one that loves one, 


one muſt have the whole Town. 5 
_— Can my Torments make you merry, Ma- 


Char. Oh] no certainly ; for you muſt know, lam 
extravagantly good · natur d: Nor can you yourſef 
ſay, that Thave not begg d you to get off the Wreck: 

But you would have me take you off in my Arms, 
like an odious ridiculous Creature, as you are. 

Heart. Give me my Reaſon again; untie me 
from the Magic Knot you have bound me in; 
for whilſt you hold me faſt within your Chains, tis 
barbarous to bid me take my Freedom. 

Char. Chains!—fure being in Love is ſomething 
like being in the Galleys ; and a Lover, like other 
Slaves, is the Subject of no other Paſſion but Pity : 
Nay, they are even more contemptible—they are 
meer Inſects. One gives Being to Thouſands with 
a Smile, and takes it away again with a Frown. A ce- 
lebrated Phy fician might as well grieve at the Death 
of every Patient, as a celebrated Toaſt at the Death 
of every Lover; and then it would be impoſſible 
for either of them ever to have dry Eyes. 

Heart. Come, come, Madam; the World are 
not all fo deaf to Reaſon as I am. There are thoſe 
who can fee your Faults, tho' I can*t—ecan weigh Af- 
teftation againſt Beauty, and Ill- nature againſt Wit. 


Char. They are infeparable. No one has Beau- 


ty without Affectation, nor Wit without III-Na- 
ture. But Lovers, you know, only fee Perfections. 
All Things look white to Love, as they do yel- 
low to the Jaundice. - 
Heart. This cool Inſenſibility is worſe than Rage. 
Char. It would be cruel indeed to add to the Fire. 
I would extinguiſh your Paſſion, Sir, ſince this is 
the laſt time it can blaze in Public, without Preju- 
dice to my Reputation. | 
Heart. Sure, you can't reſclve to marry a . ool. 
ar. 
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Char. I can reſolve to be dutiful to a Parent, and 
run any Riſque rather than that of my Fortune. In 
ſhort, Mr. Hearifor!, could you hive prevaiFd 
perth my Father, you might have prevail'd with 
T lik'd you well 8 to have obey d my 
Father, bur not to diſobey him. 
Heart! Was that the Action you had for a 
Man who would have facrificed himſelf and the 
* Nn to u? 


— 


SCENE Ix. 


Clarinda, Charlotte, | Heartfort. 


Clar. Fie | Charlotte, how can you uſe him fo 
barbarouſly ? Poor Hearifort ! 1 N. 1 pity 
you ſincerely. 

Char. Indeed, Clarinda,—for 1 8 call you 
Mother —I am come to an Age, wherein I ſhall not 
follow your Advice in diſpoſing of my ſelf; nor am 
more forward to aſk your Opinion, than you was 
to aſk mine, when you married my Father. _- 

Clar. My dear Charlotte, you ſhall never havemore 
cauſe to repent my Marriage, than I believe you 
would have to repent your own with this Gentleman, 

Heart. My Life, Madam, is a poor Sacrifice to 
ſuch Goodneſs. 

Char. Dear Creature! if the old Gentleman 
your Huſband was here, you would make him jea- 
lous on his Wedding-Day.—Beſides, it is barbarons, 
in you to blame me, for 2 hath taken a Reſolution, 
to give me to Mr. Mutable ; and you know, or yo 
will know before you have been married to him Jong, 
that, when once he hath reſolved on any 2 it 


Is — to alter him. 
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SCENE X. 
SB Ftedfaſt, Hearifort, Clarinda. 
| Stedfaſt. Heyday ! What here's to do? I 
thought I had forbidden you 'my Houſe. Am I 
not Maſter of my own Houſe ?. | 
Heart. No, Sir, nor ever will, while you have 


two fuch fine Ladies in it. 1 
Sted. Sir, if I had two Empreſſes in it, my Word 


ſhould bea Law—And I can tell you, Sir, I will 


have Blunderbuſſes in it, and Conftables too, if I 
ſee you in it any more. 3 

Clar. Nay, pray, my Dear, do not try to ſhock 
him more; Charlotte hath us'd him ill enough al- 
ready. | | | 

Sted. Hearkee, Madam, my Dear, I muſt give 
yor'a Piece of Advice on our Wedding-Day:—Ne- 
ver offer to interrupt me, nor preſume to give your 
Opinion in any thing till aſk'd.—If Nature hath 
made any thing in vain, it is the Tongue ofa Wo- 
man. Women were deſigned to be ſeen, and not 
heard ; they were formed only to pleaſe our Eyes. 
Char. You will be ſingularly happy, my Dear, 
with a Huſband who marries to pleaſe no Senſe but 
his Eyes. | 

Clar. I do not doubt being as happy with him as 
Idefire. 

Steed. This is another Thing I muſt warn you 
Never to whiſper in my Preſence... Whiſper- 
ing no one uſes but with an ill deſign. I made a 
Reſolution againſt Whiſpering at Sixteen, and have 
never whiſpered fince. | 

Heart. Yes, Sir, and if you had made a Reſo- 
lution go hang yourſelf, others would have been e- 
qually obliged to follow the Example. TO 

Stead. | wiſh you would reſolve to go out of my 
Doors, Sir; or I ſhall take a Reſolution which may 

| not 
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not pleaſe you. Madam, if you have not this 
Gentleman a final Di already, do it now. 

Cbar. Lou hear, Sir, what my Father ſays, 
therefore I defire you would immediately leave 
and not think of returning again. 

Heart. Not certain Death ſhould deter me from 
from obeying your Commands ; nor would that 
give me equal Pain, ptonounced from any 
other's — with this 2 from yours. | 


Per i a. *. * 2 * : 3 — — - 83 — 


SCENE Xl. 


Stedfeft, Clarinda, Charktte. 


Clar. Go thy ways, for a pretty Fellow. 

Stel. Go thy ways, for an Hypocrite. We ſhall 
have that Fellow turn Rake at Forty. The Seeds 
of Raking are in him, and one time or other they 
will break out. Rakery is a Diſeaſe in the Blood, 

which every Man is born with, and the ſooner 
it ſhews itſelf, the better. 

Char. But I hope, Sir, ſince I have complied 
with your Commands, in diſpatching. one Lover, 
you will comply with my Defires, in denying my 
Alliance with another. | 

Sted. As for that, you may be very ly 80 you 
are married to day, I care not what Hour.” 

Char. Why to Day, Sir? 

Sted. Becauſe I have reſolv'd it; Madam. 

Char. One Day ſure would make no Difference, 

Sted. Madam, I have ſaid it. | 

Clar. Let me interceed for ſo ſhort a Reprieve. 4 

Sted. I am fixed. 5 

Char. Conſider, my whole Happineſs i is at ſtake. 

Sed. If the Happineſs of the World was at ſtake, 

1 would not alter my Reſolution. (Servant enters.” 

Ser. Sir, Mr. Mutable is below. : 

Sted. She him up, Go you two 1 ter, 


be ſure and make yourſelf ready. I bare not yet 
reſoly*d 


"as 
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refolv'd the Houf of ma: you, but it ſhall be 
this Afcernoon 3 for Tam determined to keep both 
II 1,744 


3 A. YI ZEAL 
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SCENE 


- Stedfaft, Old Mulable. 


Sted. Mr. Mutadle, your Servant. Odfo ! where's 
?—Heisa little too backward for a 
— 3 has realon to take it 
amiſs 

O. Mut. Nay, Mr. Stedfaſt, if ſhe or you take a- 
ny thing amiſs, we cannot help that. 

Sted. Spugh was in Jeſt with thee : She ſhall 
take 1 for I am refolv'd on the Match. 

O. Mut. Truly, I am forry for it. 

Sed. Ha! ſorry—ſor What? 
O. Mut. Since it muſt be known, what bgnifies 
Hefitation ? My Son is pre-engag'd, 1 

Sted. How, Sir, pre- engag d! 

O. Mun. Tes, Sir, to a young Lady of Beauty 
and Fortune — and, —— a Lady of Qua- 
lity. I affare you, Sir, I did not * one word 
of it when our Bargain was made; wnich I am ſor- 
ry for, and heartily aſk your Pardon. 

Sted. And is this the manner you treat me 10. af-- 
ter I have refuſed ſuch Offers for your Son's fake ? 

O. Mut. The Match was none of my own Choice; 
but if Quality will drop into one's Lap 


Sted. Ay, Quality may drop into your Lap or 
your Pocket either, and not make them one bit the 


JO 


_- 4 


XII. 


» 


heavier—And pray, who is this gteat Ly of Qua- 


lity ? 

'O. Met. I know nothing more of her, than that 
ſhe is a Lord's Siſter. | 
Sted. Mach ſhe no Name — I. vi 
O. Mit. es, Sir, 9 a Name FE: 
I don't * it. * 
4M te 
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| Sted.. And pray, Sir, what's her Fortune ? 

O. Mut. I do not know that either. 

Sed. Your very humble Servant, Sir] hater 
your Prafundity : If the Lady's Quality be equal 
to your Wiſdom, Goatham and Fleei/treet will be in 
ſtrict Alliance Sir, Iadmire your Son; for the? ir 
it is probable he may get nothing by the Bargain, I 
find he has Senſe enough to out wit his Father ; and he 
may laugh at you, while all che World laughs at him. 

O. Mut, What do you mean, Sir? 

Sted. Stay till your Daughter be brought home, 
ſhe will explain my Meaning, I warrant you—ſhe 
will bring you both Extremes, my Life on t Qua- 
lie in the Kennel and Fortune BT... - 

O. Mut. Hum! it it ſhould prove ſo — Sir, the 
Match is not compleated. 

Sted. No, Sir ; you are very "—_ of 
it off, we ſee i (Servant enters. 

Ser, Sir, the Lawyer is come with the Writi 

Sted. He may —_ them, if he pleaſes, and hang 
himſelf when he has done. 

O. Mut. Stay, Ws I am not determin'd in chis 
Affair 

Sted. Nor 1 in any, I am ſure—bur Lam; * 
muſt give up your Pretenſions one way or other this 
Moment. 

O. Mut. Then I ſtand by the ſecureſt So deſire 
the Lawyer to walk in hope you will forgive me, 
Mr. Stedfaſt, what's paſt. 

Sted. Ay, Sir, more for my own Gke than yours z 
for had I not refolv*d on the Match, I might have 
taken other Meaſures. 


1 


— 


SCENE XIII. 
Old Mutable, Stedfaſt, Prig. 


O. Mut. Come, Sir, I am ready to ſign Articles. 
Sted. Where's Mr, Squeezepurſe your Maſter? 
Prig. 
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Prig. Sir, my Maſter is buſy, he could not wait 
on yore but I can do it as Well. 
0 Sir, I am the beſt Judge of that have re- 
. folv'd never to ſign any thing without your Maſter. 
Pre. It is the very fame thing, I aſſure you 
The Writings are fully drawn, and any Witneſs 
may do as well as my Maſter. 5 
Stad. Your Maſter is a negligent Puppy, and 
uſes me doubly ill—firſt, in ſtaying away, and then 
in ſending ſuch an impertinent Coxcomb to diſpute 
O. Mut. I believe, Mr. Stedſaſt, we may doit. 
Sed. Excuſe me, Sir, I ſhall not alter my Re- 
ſol ves Therefore go to your Maſter, and tell him 
to come to me immediately ; for I will not ſign 
without him, that Iam reſolv'd. 
O. Mut. In the mean while, Pll ſtep juſt by and 
call my Soh, that we may meet with no further In- 
terruption. (Servant enters. 
Ser. Sir, the Taylor hath ſent word, that he cannot 
finiſh the new Liveries till to Morrow Morning. 
Sted. Then, Sir, go and give my humble Service 
to the Taylor, and tell him to ſend them half done 
or undone ; for I am refolv'd to have them put on 
today, tho? they are thrown like Blankets over their 
Shoulders, and my Equipage ſhould look like the 
Retinue of a Morocco Ambaſſador. 


End of the Second A CT. 
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ACT It SCENE I. 
SCENE the Street. : 


Heartfort, Millamour, Mutablt, 


Heartfort. 

Ie? 8 HOUGH I fear my Fortune deſpe- 
OT By race, yet is my Obligation infinite to 

a7 you, my dear Millamour, for this 
— 9 . Trouble | 
N Mut. And to me too. — Agad 
have run the Hazard of being difinherited on your 
Account — As for the Wife, the Los is not great; 
but I have a real Value for the Eſtate. 

Mil. Come, Faith, Heartfart, thou muſt confeſs 
thy ſelf oblig'd to bim; he hath done what is in 
his Power 

Heart. I thank him. And, in Return, Mut able, 
let me give you a Piece of Advice Leave off that 
ridiculous Quality of pretending an Acquaintance 
with Men of Faſhion, whom thou haſt never ſeen, 
for two Reaſons —Firſt, no one believes you Nor 
if you were believed, would any one eſteem you 


for it — Becauſe all the Prize. fighters, Jockeys, 


Gameſters, Pimps, and Buffoons in England ha 
the ſame Honour — 

Mut. Ha, ha, ha, this is very y merry, very fa- 
cetious Faith—Egad, Milkmour, if I did not know 
that Hearifort keeps. the belt Company I ſhould 
think him envious. 


Mil. 1 rather think his Ambition lies quite the 


| oppoſite Way; for I have ſeen him walkin 
high Mal! with a Fellow in a dirty Shirt, and a 


unpowder'd. 
F | Mut. 


˖ 
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Mut. Auh ! what a Couple of diſfinguiſhing Qua- 


lifications he choſe to appear in the Mall with 
Heart. And the Man he means happens to have 
lifications very ſeldom ſeen in the Mall, 
Mut. Ay, prithee what are theſe ? 
Heart, Virtue, and good Senſe. 
Mut. Ha, ha, ha, Virtue, and good Senſe; no 


Powder, and dirty Linen — Four fine Accompliſh- 


ments for an old Philoſopher, to live upon — 
Mil. Ay, or for a modern philoſopher to ſtarve 
with — But, mum — Remember who Iam. 


SCENE I. 


Old Mutable, Young Mutable, Heartfort, Millameur. 


Mil. So, Sir, you are expeditious; and now, 
if you pleaſe, Iam ready to wait upon you 

O. Mut. I am unwilling to give your Lordſhip 
any further Trouble; for I find, my Lord, that 


So I thank your Lordſhip for the Honour you in- 
tended me. But the Boy muſt be married to his for- 
mer Miſtreſs — 

Heart. Ha! [afide.) 

Mil. What's this, Sir? | 

O. Mut. In ſhort, my Lord, I have as great 
an Honour for Quality as any Man; but there are 


Things to be conſider'd — Quality is a fine thing, 


my Lord; but it does not pay Debts. 
2. Mut. Faith, You are'miſtaken there, Father 
for it does. 
Mil. I little thought this Confideration would 
have d my Siſter to an Affront —. You are 
the laſt Commoner I ſhall offer her to, I aſſure you 
— Perhaps you may repent this Refuſal. 
Z. Mut. Dear Sir, conſider. — Your Son's Hap- 
yineſs, Grandeur, Fortune all are at Stake. 2 
X = 


Matters are too far gone to be broke off now 
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Mil. Now the Affair is over, Sir, I ſhall tell 
you, that my Siſter was not only ſerure of a For- 
tune much larger than Mr. Staff Daughter ; 
but as I have reſolved a againſt Marriage, my For- 

tune and Title too muſt have deſcended to your 
Son. 

O. Mut. Hey! — And ſhould 1 have ſeen my : 
Facky a Lord? — Should 1 have had a Lord a 
me Bleſſing! — And a Sett of young Lords and 
Ladies my Grand Grand Children ! Should this — 
Crab Tree Stock have ſeen ſuch noble 
Fruit ſpreading on its Branches? — O my 42 
dear Lord, I aſk Pardon 8 — Fo 
give the fooliſh Caution of a fearful ald Man. 

Mil. My Honour, my Honour forbids. —  - 

O. Mut. Oh dear, ſweet, good my Lord. — 
Let Pity melt your Honour to Forgiveneſs. -- 

Heart. Let me intercede, Sir. 

O Mut. If your Honour muſt have a Sacrifice, | 
let my Fault be paid by my Punifhment. Tread 
upon my Neck, my Lord. Do any thing to me. 
— do not let me bar my Son's Way to Happi- 
neſs. 

Mil. The ſtricteſt Honour is not required to be 
inexorable. I ſhall content myſelf therefore with 
inflicting on you a moderate Puniſhment. Where- 
as. I intended to pay the Fortune down before 
Marriage; I now will do it afterwards. 

O. Mut. Whenever your Lordſhip pleaſes. I will 
give one thorough Rebuff to Mr. Stedfaſt, and re- 
turn inſtantly. —7acky ſtay, ſtay you here, and ex- 

& me to conduct me to his Lordſhip. My 

d, I am your Lordſhip's moſt obedient hum- 
ble Servant. 

Mil. This ſucceeds to our Wiſh. I think Pl 
e' en play the Parſon myſelf, and marry you in Jeſt. 

Y. Mut. But I ſhall not play the Huſband, I 


Gank you. 
F 2 Mil. 


Aa — 5 
125 l eke Matrimony to be no 
25 And I take it to be the greateſt Jeſt in Na- 
When the old Gentleman comes, Heart- 
fore, o you 58 him to your Houſe, which muſt 
YH for my r s, thicher will I bring 
Ee wich the utmoſt ition, But re- 
to give 'A ticular Order to all your 
Frans that your. Name is Traelove. 
Hurt. I you would have me ſtay with you, 
1 the mean Time I muſt have no Lords. Nay, 
will not allow you a Baronet, Not even a plain 
Sir, though he was knighted but laſt Week, and 
hath not paid his Fees yet. 
7. Mut. Well, Well, you ſhall be humoured, 
though [ am at Work for your Service. 


| Clarinds, Mrs. Uſeful. 


Char, To leave my Huſband's Houſe on my 
22 Day? And viſit a Gallant? I'll never 
t to It. — 


De. Then there's a pretty Fellow to his 
Forefithers. wires vc 

Clar. No, tell N undone as he 
is, I would have conſented to any other Portion 
with him than Diſhonour. Tell him, he hath forc'd 
me to the fatal Reſolution I have taken; for, to avoid 
him, was my firſt Cauſe of marrying; and tell 
him, in that Hour L gave my Hand to Mr. Sted- 
faſt I ons never to ſee him more, 

Uk. The Devil take me, if I do. You may 
ſend another Meſſenger. I'll have no Hand in his 
Death. Ialways had a natural Antipathy to _ 


. Nen ; 47 
el- 


der. — Poor; dear, pretty, handſome 
lo. — Go, — you ate a cruel Heide! — Oh! 


em ſeen 40 he ſigh'd, ànc bbb'd, and 
ont oan'd, and kiſs'd your Letter, and calld 

all the tendereft, Jodeln Names, then ed 

a Shower of Tears upon the Paper; then 


kiſs d it r 
R 1 it would have melted Rocks, could 
have ſeen it. 


| Char. Why wilt thou torment me to no puri 

Uſe. It is your own 1 if it be do no purpoſe. 

Clar. What can I do? 

De. What can you do? that any / Woman after 
Eighteen ſhould aſk that Que — — What can 
you do? — Methinks Chatity Mgt bell you, if 
your Heart was not deaf to rf that js 
good — When a fine, handforne TE cllow i is 
the Beggar, what Woman can want Charity? 

Clar. I have no more to — My alk is now 
my Huſband's; nor can I, withqut t icjuring dim, 
beſtow — 

Uſe. Your Huſband ! — Tou are enod to make 

ou may as 


me mad — Injure your Huſband '— 
well think you injure your Cheſt when you. take 
the Money out of it — And would vb be lock d 
up all your Life in that old fuſty Cheſt, the Arms 
of your Huſband? C< a 
Char. Ha! Doth it become ther to rail againſt - 
my Huſband, who haſf emplay'd alf thy vile Rhe- 
toric to perſuade me to receive him 

Je. To receive him as a Huſband I did, — and 
1 now perſuade you to make a Hufband of bien. * 

Clar. Oh, Vilkin! What hath urged ther to 
uſe we as thou doft? Ditiſt thou not firſt entice me 
to leave my Convent, and fly to England with that 
Monſter Millamour? — And then didft thou not, 
With the ſame Diligence, intreat me to this Mar- 
_ Hlage? And now ——— 


2 wy Uſe. 
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e 
it a Religion ht not con 

ch of your Soul, and to fly to the 
I thought loved you — When I 
did not love you, I adviſed you to 
| — And now I find he does love you, I 
adviſe you to return to him again 

_ Clary. What! with the Loſs of my Honour ! — 

Uſe. The Loſs of your Honour! No, no — You 
may keep your Honour ſtill ; for every Woman 
hath it, till ſhe is diſcovered — 

Clar. Name it to me no more — 

Uſe. At leaſt you may ſee him — there's no Diſ- 

honour in that — _ 
Clay. I dare not think of it — 
De. Fen do it without thinking of it — Let 
the poor Man owe the continuing of his Life to my 
Car. Oh} he hath a more powerful Advocate 
within me —— 

Uſe. Well — PI fly with the happy News. 

Clar. Stay I cannot reſolve 
e. That's enough — She that can't reſolve a- 
gainſt her Lover, always reſolves for him 

Clar. Well — I will take one dear laſt Draught 
of Ruin from his Eyes — And then bid them 
Farewell for ever | 


Py 


SCENE IV. ſthe Street.] 
Charlotte diſguiſed. | 
Here am I fairly eſcaped from my Father's 
Houſe...And now, what to do, or whither to go, I 
know not. If I return, I know the Poſitiveneſs 
and Paſſionateneſs of his Temper too well, to 
leave me any Hopes of avoiding the Match he is 
reſoy*d on— If I do not, I dread the Conſequences. 
Suppoſe I find Millamour out, and acquaint x 4 
3 wi 
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with my Paſſion 1 Pl die ſooner — If Hearifort 
were here this Moment, I believe I ſhould not re- 
fuſe him any longer — Ah 


SCENE V. 
Millamour, Charlotte. 


Mil. Pox on my Raſhneſs in diſcharging the 
Mother this Morning — I ſhall never be able 
to find Lucina— I muſt get another — Ha! What 
hath Fortune ſent us? A Woman in a Maſque — I 
ſuppoſe ſhe doth ir to hide the Small-Pox, or ſome 
curſed Deformity — But hang it, ſhe may paſs 
for a Woman uality, for all that — Agad PII 
attack her, and, it I miſtake not, ſhe expects it. 
At leaft ſhe doth not threaten to run away — Ma- 
dam, your moſt obedient, humble Servant 1 
preſume, by your preſent Poſture, that your Maſque 
gives you an Advantage over me — That I have 
the Honour of being known to you —— 

Clar. You may on it, Sir, it is to my Ad- 
vantage to cover my Face by my doing it — And 
I conceive it would be to your Advantage to wear 
a Maſque too. 

Mil. P11 excuſe your abuſing my Face while 
you abuſe your own — Nor do I believe you in 
earneſt in either ; for I ſee, by your Eyes, that you 
like me; and, I am pretty confident, you like 
yourſelf. | 

Clar. Indeed, if Mr. Millamour is ſo fully per- 
ſuaded of the former—I think he may without any 
ul Opinion of my Modeſty ſuſpect the latter 

Mil. Hum! My Name too —— 

Chari. I hope you have not the worſe Opinion 
of yourſelf from my knowing it. 

Mil. No, my Dear, — nor much the better of 
you, I can tell you Harkee, Child I find thou 
art ſome old Acquaintance of mine ; and as thoſe 

are 


— 
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are a Sett of People whom I am alwa to 
ferve, I will make thy Fortune are 

Charl. Now I fancy you don't think me an old 
Acquaintance ; for, if I was, you muſt be aſſur'd, 
1 know that is not in your Power. 

Mil. Why, truly, Madam, I am not worth as 
many Indies ay I would beſtow on your dear Sex, if 
TI had *em—Bur, in this Affair, I am not to be the 
Principal, but only a fort of Agent —— Or, to 

K in your own Language, the Bawd. 

Charl. Well, Sir | 
Mil. And if you can but act the Part of a Wo- 
man of Quality for one half Hour, I believe I 
all put it into your Power to act one as long as 
you live 

' Charl. What! Have you a Man of Quality to 
diſpoſe of? 

Mi. No; but I have what many a Man of Qua- 
lity would be glad to diſpoſe of — I have a great 
Fortune for you; and that with ic which many a 
Woman of Quality hath to difpoſe of 

Char. What's that, pray? | 

Mil. A Fool! 

Char. Oh! You won't want Cuſtomers; but 
you and I, I find, ſhall not agree; for we happen 
to deal in the ſame Wares. 

Mil. But mine is a Man Fool, Madam. 

Char. And ſo is mine, Sir — but let us wave 
that ; for T will give him to any one who will have 
him The Fortune is what concerns me moſt— Do 
you know any one, in whoſe Hands I could place 
ten thouſand Pounds with Safety RE 

Mil. Nay, prithee don't trifle — If you will 
come with me, and att your Part well, you ſhall 
be Miſtreſs of four times that Sum within theſe 
two Hours. You ſhall have a Huſband with thoſe 
two great Matrimonial Qualities, Rich and a Fool. 

Char. Ay, And what is his Name? —— ak 
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Mil. What fignifies his Name? Will you have 

a rich Fool for a Huſband, Madam, or no? This 
muſt be ſome very vulgar Slut, by her Heſitation. 
Char, No, * I dont want Riches, and 1 hace 


a Fool. 
find 3 


Mil. Then your Servant. 1 muſt go 
body that will. If I had bot Time on « my Hands, 
I ſhould find many a Woman of Faſhion would be 
glad ro be Mrs. . b 

Char. Ha! Stay, Sir, (this may be a lucky Ad- 
venture, at leaſt it muſt be a pleaſant one) if 1 
had known Mr. Mutable was the Gentleman 

Mil. Well, Mr. Mutable is the Gentleman. 

Char. Oh, Heavens! My Father. { ſhall be 
diſcover'd, 

Mil. Come, Madam, we have not a Moment 
to loſe, Step to my Lodgings, and receive. In- 
ſtruct ions. 

Char. Well, Sir, I have fo good an Opinion 
of your Honour, that I will truſt myſelf with you. 

Mii. My Honour is moſt infinitely 1 to 
your Contents, dear — 


ä 


1 
— —„ 


SCENE VI. . 
Stedſuſt, Old Mutable. 


Sted. Forgive indeed! Why, a Man may 
ns well determine which Way a Weather- cock 
ſhall ſtand this Day Fortnight, by: its preſent Situa- 
tion, as he can what you will think an Hour hence, by 
what you think now. A Windmill, or a Woman's 
Heart are firm as Rocks in Compariſon of you. 

Mut. I own he did over-perſuade me; but, par- 
don me this Time, and I will immediately fetch 
the Boy, and Matters ſhall be dif perched. 

Sted. Hum! 


Mut, Come, come, you cannot blame me. 
G Who 
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Wund would not marry his Son to a Woman of 
Quality? | 

Den Who would not? I would nat; Sir: If 
1 had reſolved to marry my Daughter to a, Cobler, 
I would not alter my Reſolution to ſee her a-bed 
with the Emperor of Germany. 

. Aw. All Men, Mr. Stedfaft, ate not ſo firm 
in their Reſolutions as you are. 

Sted. More Shame for them, Sir. I am now. in 
the fiftieth Year of my Age, and never broke one 
Reſolution in my Life yet. 

Aut. Good lack | Law fone Years older than 
ou are, and never made a Reſolution in my 
iſe yet. 

Sted. Well, Sir, I ſee your Son coming: 1 
will prepare my Daughter. But, pray obſerve 
me. Make one Reſolution. If you change 
your Mind again before they are married. 
ſhall never be married at all, that I am reſolved. 

Mut. (aſide.) This is a bloody poſitive old Fellow. 
What a brave, abſolute Prince he'd "make ?— I'll 
warrant he'd chop off the Heads of two or three 
thouſand Subjects, ſooner than break his Word. 
I muſt not * ans any more. 


_ 


— 


— 


SCENE vn | 
Old Mutable, Dung Mutable, Heartfort. © 


O. Mut. Come, Facky, you muſt along with me: 
Mr: Stedfaſt and J are agreed at laft. 
2. Mut. And diſappoint his Lordſhip, Sir? 
O0. Mat. Don't tell me of his Lordſhip. I have 
taken a Reſolution to ſee you married immediate- 
ly. And married you ſhall be. 

Heart, Confuſion ! 

Z. Mut. Dear Sir. | 

O. Mut. Sir, I tell you I have taken a Refolution : 
So lollow me as'you expect my Bleſſing. 


— 


4. Aut. 
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2. Mut. Hearifort , for Heaven's ſake ſtop 
mz PIL top him, or periſh in 


- 


SCENE VIE + 
Millamour's Lodgings. 
Brazen alone, with an Opera Book in his Hand. 
Well, I cannot come into the Opinion of the 
Town about this laſt Opera. It is too light for 
my Goute. Give me your ſolemn, ſublime Muſic. 
But Pox take their Taſte. I ſcarce know five 
Footmen in Town, who can diſtinguiſh. The 
Raſcals have no Ear, no Judgment. I would as 
ſoon aſk a Sett of Country Squires what they liked. 
I remember the Time when we ſhould not have 
ſuffer*d ſuch Stuff as this to have gone down. Ah 
dear, Si Caro (/ings.) 
Millamour and Charlatte to him. : 
Mil. Hey-day! Here you muſfjcal Gentleman, 
Pray, get you down Stairs. 
Braz. Yes, Sir, ( ſings the End of the Tune, and | 
8 Char. You have a very polite Footman indeed? 
ir. 


Mil. Les, Madam. But come, my Dear, 
as you are now in a Place where you have nothing 
to fear, you have no more for your - 
Maſque. 5 

Char. No, Sir. Before I diſcover more of me, 
it will be proper to ſet you right in ſome Miſtakes 
you ſeem to lie under concerning me. In the beſt 
Place know, that I am a Gentlewoman. | 

Mil. Ay, a Parſon's Daughter,deſcended from very 
honeſt and reputable Parents, I dare ſwear. (aſide.) 

Cbar. And, what will ſurprize you, one of a 
very good F amily, and 2 great Fortune. 


Mil, 
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Mil. Ay, that would furprize we indeed. Bur 


come, unmaſque, or you will force me to a Vio- 
lence I would avoid, © 
| Char. You promiſed me not to be rude, before 
J would venture hither, and, I affure you, I am a 
Woman of Faſhion. | 
Mi. Well, Madam, if you are a Woman of 
Faſhjon, I am ſure you have too much good Na- 
ture to be angry with me for making a Promiſe, 
which you have too much Wit to expect I ſhould 
keep. Beſides, where there is no Breach of Confi- 
dence, there is no Breach of Promiſe. And you 
no more believe us when we ſwear we won't be 
rude, than we believe you when you ſwear you 
think us ſo. So, dear ſweet Gentlewoman, un- 
maſque; for I am in haſte to ſerve my Friend, 
and yet I find I mult ſerve myſelt firſt. 
_ Char, Hold, Sir, You know you are but a 
rer. | 
Mil. But I generally taſte what I procure, before 
] put it into a Friend's Hands Lock ye, Madam, 
it is in vain to reſiſt. So, my dear artificial 
Rlackmoor, I deſire thee to uncover 
| Char, No, Sir, firſt hear my Hiſtory 
Mil. I will firſt fee the Frontiſpiece of it. 
"Char. Know I am a Woman of ſtrict Honour. 
Mil. Your Hiſtory hath a very lamentable Be- 
ginning. | 
Char. And in the greateſt Diſtreſs in the 
World ; for I am this Day to be married to a 
Man I deſpiſe. Now it Mr. Millamour can find 
out any Means to deliver me from the Hands of 
this uncourteous Knight, I don't know how far my 
Generofiry may reward him — I forgive theſe 
Suſpicions of me, which the Manner, in which you 
found me, ſufficiently juſtifies; But, I do affure 
Qu, tifis' Adventure is the only one which can at- 
bath ty Reputation; and I am the only Child of 
| | 22 4 
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a rich old Father, and can make the Fortune of my 
Huſband. 

Mil. Huſband ! Oh! 

_ Char. Ay, Huſband. As rich a Man as Mr. 
Millamour would leap at the Name; though I hope 
you don't think it my Intention to make one of 
you — To endeavour wickedly to incloſe a Com- 
mon that belongs to the whole Sex. 

Mil. Ouns! What the Devil can ſhe be? 

Char. You have a rare Opinion of your ſelf in- 
deed, that the very ſame Morning in which you have 
eſcaped the Jaws of a poor Miſtreſs, you ſhould 
find another with twenty thouſand Pounds in her 
Pocket. 

Ml. Every Circumſtance (aſide) Who knows 
what Fortune may have ſent me? What theſe 
Charms of mine have done? | 

Char. What are you conſidering, Sir ? 

Mil. Tam conſidering, my Dear, what particular 
Charm in my Perſon can have made this Conqueſt. 

Char. Oh! A Complication, Sir. 

Mil. Dear Madam! _ 

Char. For you muſt know, Sir, that I have re- 
ſolved never to marry, till I have found a Man 
without one ſingle Fault in my Eye, or a ſingle 
Virtue in any one's elſe; — For my Part, I take 
Beauty in a Man to be a Sign of Effeminacy ; So- 
briety, want of Spirit; Gravity, want of Wit; 
and Conſtancy, want of Conſtitution. 

Mil. So that to have no Fault in your Eye, is 
to be an impudent, Hatchet: face, Raking, Rattling, 
Roving, Inconſtant — 

Char. All which Perfections are ſo agreeably 
blended in you, ſweet Sir. 

1 Your moſt obedient, humble Servant, Ma- 
Char. That I have fix'd on you as my Cavalier 


for this Enterprize, for which there is but * 


_— — — — — 
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 thod. I muſt run into one Dunger to avoid an- 
other. I have no way to ſhun my Huſband at 
Home, but by carrying a Huſband Home with 
me' —— Now, Sir, if you can have the ſame 
implicit Faith in my Fortune as you had in my 

Beauty, the Bargain is ſtruck. Send for a Parſon, 

and you know what follows. [Unmaſts] You may 

ealily ſee my Confuſion. And I would have you 
imagine you owe this Declaration only to my hor- 
rible Ap _ of being obliged to take a Man 

I like ie han yourſelf. 

Ai. 1 — — oblig'd to you, Madam. 
Bur — 

Char. But Do you heſitate, Sir? 

Mil. The Offer of ſo much Beauty and Fortune 
would admit of no Heſitation, was it not that I 
muſt wrong a Friend? Conſider, Madam, if you 
know none who hath a juſter Title to them. How 
happy would this Declaration make Hearifort, which 

you throw away on me. 

Char. I find I have thrown ĩt away indeed — Ha 
Am I refus'd? I begin to hate him, and deſpiſe 
myſelf. 

Mil. Upon my Soul ſhe is a fine Woman; but 
can I think of wronging my Friend? The Devil 
rake me if ſhe is not exquiſitely handſome ; but he 
is my Friend — But ſhe hath Twenty thouſand 
Pounds — But I muſt be a Raſcal to think of her, 
and as many Millions would not 'pay me for it. 


— 


SCENE IX. 
Millamour, Charlotte, Brazen. 


Braz. Sir, here is a Lady. 

Mil. *Sdeath a Lady! Fool, Sot Of! 
How often ſhall I tell thee, that I am never at 
Home to tuo Ladies at a Time? 


2 


3 
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Brax. Sir, you would have d me, if I 
ſhould have 'deny'd you to Madam Clarinds. 
Mil. Clarinds! Oh, tranſporting Name — My 


Dear, ſhall I beg for the Safety of your Reputa- 
tion, you would ſtep into that Cloſer, while I dif 
charge the Vifitof a troubleſome Relation? + 

Char. Put me an where from the Danger of a 
female Tongue ell, if I eſcape free this Time, 
I will never rake fach another Ramble while 1 liv 


l (Sbuts her in the Cloſet ) There — Now: will 
I find ſome Way to let Heartfort know of her be- 
ing here— I am tranſported 
han, even aur is at — 


— — 


. 
Millamour, Clarinda introduced by Uſeful. 

Mil. My Clarinda / This is a Goodneſs of that 
prodigious Nature — 

Clar. That it can be equall'd by nothing but 
thy Falſhood. 

"Mil Can ſo unjuſt an Accuſation proceed from 
ſo much Sweetneſs? —Can you that have forſaken 
me, — 8 

Clar. Do not attempt to excuſe yourſelf - You, 
know how falſe you have. been — Nor could any 


thing but your Falſhood have driven me to what I 
have done. 


Mil. By all the = | 

Clar. Do not damn thy ſelf more... know thy 
Falſhood ; I have ſeen it. Therefore thy Perju- 
ries are as vain as wicked—Do you think I wanted 
this Teſtimony * ? [Gives him à Letter.) 

Mil. Lucina's Letter! Curſed Accident ! She too 


hath received Clarinda's! But I muſt ſtand it out. 


Hear this! My Falſhood ! Mine! when there's __ 


at the Hope of ſerving 


—— — — — * — —— 
ꝗ— ——— * 
=_ . « 
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Star in Heaven that hath not ſeen me, like an 
Arcadian of the firſt ſort, ſighing and wiſhing for 
the Turtle is inconſtant, compared to me, the 
oſe will cl its Seafon, and bloſſom in Midwin- 
le will be ſilent, and the Raven 
fing ; nay: beni will have a Mate, when 
I have any Mare bot you. * 
Clar. Had this been true, Nature ſhould have 
Soner chung d than I = ul 
Mil. Oh! You know it is: You have known 
this Heart too long, to think, it capable of Incon- 


ſtancy. | | 
Clar. Thou haſt a Tongue that might charm 


the very Syrens to their own Deſtruction, till they 
„and more falſe 


own*d thy Voice more charmi 
than theirs. There is a Softne in thy Words e- 
qual to the Hardneſs of thy Heart — 
| Mil. And there is a Softneſs within that— 
Clar. Hold, Sir, I con r you, do not at- 
tempt my Honour: But thihk, however dear you 
have been to me, my Honour's dearer 
M. Thy Honour ſball be ſaſe — Nor even the 
Day, nor Heaven itſelf ſhall witneſs our Plea- 


© Clar. Think not the Fear of Slander guards my 
Honour — No, I nn not myſelf be a Winefs 
of m Shame. 
Thou ſhalt * — We'll ſhut out every 
8 prying Ray of Light, and, loſing the Language 
of our Eyes, find more delicious Ways to inter- 
change our Souls. We'll wind our Senſes to a 
Height of Rapture, till they play us ſuch dear 
inchanting Tunes of Foy — 
Clar. Oh, Millamour (fighing.) 
Mil. Give that dear Sigh to my warm Boſom. 
Thence let it thrill into my Heart, and fan thy 
Image there — Oh ! thou art every where in me 
— My Eyes, my Ears, my Thoughts would only 


ſee, 
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ſee, and hear, and think of thee. Thou deareſt, 
ſweeteſt, tendereſt = Would Heaven form me an- 
” it give me new Worlds 


To thee alone my Soul 1 would confine, 
Nor wih, nor take another World than thine, 


END of the Third ACT. 
ACT 
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ACT.IV. SCENE IJ. 

RT SCENE, Stedfaſt's Houſe. 

Stedfaſt, with Servants. 
STEDFAST. 

Se thing in Order? Are the New 
EEG Liveries — the reſt of my Servants? 
Fotm. Yes, Sir, They are all on 
after a Manner; one hath no Pockets, 

and the other no Sleeves. Fobn the 
Coachman will not wear his. 

Sted. Then defire Joby the Coachman to drive 
himſelf out of my Doors, Fil make my Servants 
know they are dreſs'd to pleaſe my Humour, not 
their own. -  . | 

Cook. Sir, It is impoſſible to get Supper ready 
by nine. * | a 

Sted. Then let me have it raw. If Supper be 
not ready at nine, ſhall not be in my Houſe 
at ten. — Well, what ſay you, will not my Wine 
be ready? 

But. No, indeed will it not, Sir; your Honour 
hath by Miſtake mark*d a Pipe not half a Year old. 

Sted. Muſt I conſult your Palate, or my own ?— 
Muſt I give you Reaſons for my Actions? Sirrah, 
I tell you new Wine is propereſt for a Wedding, 


So go your Ways, and trouble me with no more 
impertinent Queſtions. 


PO A wi SCENE 


TRR n 


s GENE n. 
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Stedfaft, Squeezepurſe — IM 


Fial Mr. Sqwerzepwrſe, I am aha you are C0 
Iam fo peſter'd with my Servants. 


The Laws are too mild too mild for- 


Servants, Mr. Stedfaſt. 
Sted. Well, and have you brought the Writings. 
Squeez. They are ready. The Parties Hands are 
only neceſſary. The Settlement is as ſtrong as 


Words can make it. [ have not been . 
them. 


- Sted. 1 A Mr. Mutable and his Son this la- 
kant and hope, by the Help of you and the Far- 
* to have finiſh'd all within an Hour. 


(Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Sir, here's a Letter for your Honour. | 
Sted. Mr. Sg rſe, you will excuſe me. 
(Reads) Sir, I am at length fully determin'd to marry. 
my Son to the ther Lady, jo wy and pays may 
be cancelPd between us. I was aſhamed to bring you- 
this Refuſal, ſo baue ſent it by Letter. Your bumble; 
Servant, Tho. Mutable, Aſhamed! Ay thou 
may*ſt be aſhamed, indeed. - 
— * Any thing of Moment from the other 

arty 


Sted. Death and Fury | Go call your Lady 


here — She was a Witneſs of his Engagements. 
PII go to Law with him. 

Squeez. The Law is open to any injured Perſon, 
and is the propereſt Way of ſeeking Reſtitution. 

Ser. My Lady, Sir, my Lady is gone out. 

Sted. How! gone out! My Wite gone out — 
Oons, and Peſtilence! run away on her Wed- 
ding-Day ! ! Where is ſhe gone * ? | 

"Fs I don't know, Sir. 

2: . Squeezs 


a 
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$queez.. I faw —— Sir, as I came by, go 
into a Houſe in J 2 


I will feteh her home, I am de- 
termin d. It 2 4 fine Age to marry in, when a 
Fi 


S8 ENE m 
| SCENE, eee l. 6c. 


| © Millamoar, Clarinda. e 

Mil. Cruel Clarinda — Thus to ſtop ſhort when' 
we were at the Brink of Happi To ſhew my 
eager Soul a Frotpett of L, and then refuſe it 
the Poſſeſſion, 

.\ Char. With how much juſter Reaſon may I com- 
plain - ey of Millamour,” didſt thou not, 
when the very our Marriage was appointed, 
didſt thou not then forſake me? . 
Mil. Heaven knows with what Reluctancy, nor 
could any thing but my Fear * Miſery have 

d me to it. 
Clur. It is a ſtrange Love that tnakes its Object 
miſerable, for Fear of its becoming ſo. Nor can 
the Heart that loves, be, in my Opinion, ever mi- 
ſcrable, while in Poſſeſſion of what it loves. 

- Adil. Oh! let that plead my Cauſe, and whiſper 

to thy tender Heart — 


1 


3 
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SCENE IV. 
: To him Brazen. 
Brazen. Oh, Sir! Undone, undone. 
Mil. What's the Matter? 


Brazen. Mr. Sgedfaſt, Sir, is below with another 
| en- 


THE-WEDDING-DAY. g3 


Gentleman — He fwears his Wife — 
and he will have her. 
Clar. Lihall faint. - 
Mil. What's to be done — There's another Wo- 
—_—_ C— —_—_ 2 
uns is the Cloſet, and returns. 
" os Sir, ke will be up Stairs in a Moment. 
Clar. Ah, Heavens'!! (Falls back into a Chair) 
Mil. Sirrah, be at hand, and aſſiſt me wich ly- 
ing Her Fright has inſpited me with the only 
Method to preſerve her . Give me my Gown and 
Cap inſtantly — Away you to your Poſt. Ma- 
dam, do you pretend yourſelf as ill as poſſible — 
So! Huſh, buſh, what Noiſe i is thas? | 


- * 
1 — — — — — 1 > MY 


| 8 C EN E V. 
Millnour, Clarinda, Brazen, Stedfaſt, Squerzparſe. 


Sted. Where is this wicked, vile, rambling Wo- 
man? Where ate yon, Sorcereſs, that are run 
away from your Hoſband's Houſe on your Wed- 
ding- Day ? 

Mil. Hold, Sir, you muſt nor diſturb the Lady. 

Sf. Muſt nor diſturb her, 30 * 

Mil. No, Sir. 

Sted. Why, pray Sir, who are * 

Sgucez. Mr. Stedfaft, give me leave if you pleaſe. 

oever you are, Sir, I believe you! ſcarce know 
what you are doing. Do you know, Sir, -that 
this Lady is a Femme Couverte, and the Conſe- 
uence of detaining ſuch, without the leave of her 
ufband firſt had and obtain'd? Mr. Stedfe/t, 
you have as good an Action againſt the Gentleman 
as any Man can wiſh to have. Juries, now a Days, 
give Dammages in the Affair of Wives. 


At. Is this * Wife, Sir? 
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Sed. Yes; Sir, to my exceeding; great Sorrow. 
Mil. Then, Sir, you owe her Lite to me; for. 
bad not immediate Application been made, the 
whole College could not have ſaved her. 

Sted. To you! who the Devil are ou? 
Mid. Sir, Lam an n Practiſer of the Art 
of Phyfick. 
Sied. How came ſhe here, in the DeviPs Name? 

' Mil. By a molt miraculous Accident — She was 
taken ill juſt at my Door — My Servant too was 
then by, as great good Luck, ſtanding at it—Bra- 
zen, give the Gentleman an Account how 
brought the Lady in, when you ſaw her _ 
down at my Door. 

Braz. I was ſtanding, Sir, as my Maſter fays, 
picking my Teeth at this Door, when the fick La- 
dy who fits in the Chair, as my Maſter ſays, and 
ready to drop down, as my Maſter ſays, and ſo 
I rook her up in my Arms, and brought her up 
Scairs, and ſet her down in the great Chair, and 
calPd my Maſter, who, I believe, can cure her if 
any Doctor in England can; for, tho? I fay it, who 
am but a poor Servant, he is a moſt able Phyſician 
in Women's Affairs. 

 Squeez. I ſaw nothing of this happen when ſhe 
came in, and this Fellow's a good Evidence, or I 
am miſtaken. 

Clar. Oh, Heavens! where am I? 

Stel. Where are you? Not where you ſhould 
be — at home at your Huſband's. 
Clar. My Huſband's Voice ! Mr. Stedfaſt, where 
are you ? 

Mil. Go near her, Sir, — Now you may go as 
near her as you pleaſe. 

 Sted. What's = matter with you, Madam ? 

Clar. I cannot tell you, Sir, I was taken in 
the ſtrangeſt giddy manner, with ſuch a Swimming 
in my Head, that every ching feem'd to dance be- 
fore my Eyes. Sted, 
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Sted. Lou may thank yourſelf. What did you 
do a gadding? But 1s this giddy, ſwimming, 
dancing Diſtemper, over, pray? 

Clar. Not quite over; but I am much better. 


Mil. I never knew that Specificum Baſilicum. 


Magnum fail z that is, indeed, an univerſal Ne- 
trum. | 
5 Sted. Sir, I am glad to hear you mention a N. 
rum, by which, I ſuppoſe, you are not a regular 
bred Phyſician; for thoſe are a Set of People, 
-whom I refolved, many Years ago, never to em- 
ploy. : 1: 0 
Mil. Sir, I never took any Degree at our Uni- 
verſity. 

Sted. I like you the better for it. | 9795 

Mil. Lou are a Man of Underſtanding, Sir. 
The Univerſity is the very worſt Place to educate 
a Phyſician in. A Man, Sir, contracts there a nar- 
row habit of obſerving the Rules of a Ser of ſtupid 
Ancients. Not one in fifty of them ever 'ventures 
to ſtrike a bold Stroke. A Quack, Sir, is the 
only Man to put you out of your Pain at once. 
A regular Phyſician, like the Court of Chancery, 
. tires a Man's Patience, and conſumes his Subſtance, 
before he decides the Cauſe between him and the 
Diſeaſe. 

Sted. Come, Madam, I ſuppoſe by this time, 
you are able to walk home, or to a Chair at leaſt. 

Mil. Sir, the Air is very dangerous, you had 
better leave her here ſome time. 

Sted. Sir, 1 am reſolved ſhe ſhall go home, let 
the Conſequence be what it will. Doctor, here is 


ſomething for your Trouble. I am much obliged 


to your Care — Madam, how do you now ? 
Clar. Oh! infinitely better. | 
— Mil. A Word with you, Sir, — I heard you ſay, 
this is your Wedding-Day — In your Ear (wh1i/- 
pers) Not as you tender your Wife's future Health, 
-nay, her Life. Sted. 


3 


* 


tended. But 
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Sted. Never fear-—come ChilS—come Mr Squarze- 


purſe. Doctor, your Servant. 


Mil. Give me leave, Sir, © hand che Lady wo 


her Chair. | 

Steed. Paw! 1 hate as: be- 

hind— 1 Mil: and exie with his 
GI CIR 


Mil. Soh! we are well off this time. 

Braz. Ay, Sir, ſome Thanks to me; for [ think 
I lyed pretty handſomely. 
Mil. Well, Sirrah, and are you ſo vain of the 
Merit? Did not! ſhow you the way ? | 
* Char. (knocks at the Door.) Doctor Doctor 
Mil. Ha ! get you hence, and endeavour to find 
out Heartfort, and bring him hither inſtantly..My 
fair Priſoner, I aſk your Pardon for keeping you 
confined ſo long. 

Char. Oh! Sir no Excuſes: Patients muſt be 

pray, Doctor, have you not ſome lit- 

tle Skill in Caſuiſtry? Will you adviſe me what to 
do in this Affair, and whether you think it proper 
IT ſhould ſuffer you to paſs: with my Father for ſo 
excellent a Phyſician as you do? 
Mil. Oh! Madam, it needs no great Caſuiſt to 
adviſe a young Lady how to act, which ſhould be 
always by the Rules of Good-Nature. Beſides, Ma- 
dam, you ſhall not fee your Father deceived, for I 
will merit the fame Reputation with you, if you will 
take my Preſcription ; for I will e to recom- 
mend you one that ſhall cure you of all 

Char. Ay pray what is this infallible Noftrum ? 
I am afraid ris ſomething very nauſeous to the Pa 


late. 


Mil. No, far otherwiſe : It is taken by a great | 


_ Ladies merely for its agreeable Reliſh. 


Char. Well, What is it? 
"Afi. Nothing more than a very pretty Fellow & 


-my Acquaintance. 
Ghar, 


— 


$ 
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Char. Indeed! and pray is this very pretty Fel- 
Jow of your Acquaintance like a certain Phyſician 
of my Acquaintance? 
- Mil. No, Faith: If he Ine you would have 
taken the Noftrum long ago. 
_ Char. Hum! I queſtion hl fancy, Doctor, 
you are as great a Quack in Love as you are in 
Phyfic, and apt in both to boaſt more Power than 
you have. Ah! if I thought it worth my while, 
I would play ſuch Pranks with ob wild Worſhip—< 


—_ 


SCENE VI. | 
Millamour, Charlotte, Heartifort. 

Heart. Oh] Millamour, I have been waiting fot 
you. Ha! N 

Mil. Well, whether thou haſt been waiting for 
me or ſeeking me, I am glad you have found me; 
for I have a Favour to aſk of you, which you muſt 
not deny me. Madam, look him boldly in the Face: 
I dare {wear we ſhall carry our Point. 

Char. What Point, Sir? 

Mil. In ſhort, Sir, this young Lady hack bean 
me to aſk your Pardon in her Name, and 
your Forgiveneſs of all her ill Uſage, all her little 
Airs, which the Folly of Youth, and the Vaniry of 
Beauty together, made her put on; and ſhe does moſt. 
faichtully promiſe, nay, and I have offer'd to be 
bound for her, that, if you are ſo generous to for- 

give the paſt, ſhe ſhall never offend for the future. 

Cbar. Intolerable Infolence ! 

Mil. Ves; her intolerable Inſolence, ſhe hopes, 
knowing the infoize Goodneſs and Sweetneſs of your 
*Femper, will be paſt over ; and that you will be 
3 to conſider, that a gay, giddy, wild, young 


irl could not have Underſtanding enough to ſet a 


juſt Value on the ſincere Paſſion of a Man of Senſe 
and. Honour, 


1 Char, 


= 
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Char. This is inſupportable ! 


Mil. Nay, nay, I think ſo too. I muſt condemn 

the Hardneſs of your Heart, that can be Proof a- 
inſt ſuch Penitence in an offending Miſtreſs. 

r 
her repenting Tears may atone. 

Heart. I'm ys Dream, 2 thou, my Friend, I 
am ſure, wilt not delude me. Madam, is it poſſible 
for me to preſume to think the Sufferings I have 
undergone, had they been ten thouſand times as 

great, could touch your Heart ? 
Char. Hum! I thank my Stars, I have it. 
Heart. I cannot be awake, nor you be Miſtreſs of 
ſuch Goodneſs, to value my little Services ſo infi- 
nitely beyond their Merit. Oh you have been too 
kind, I have not done nor ſuffer*d half enough. 

Mil. Pox take your Generoſity] Suffer on to 
Eternity, with all my Soul. 

Heart. I deſerve your Pity now a thouſand times 
more than ever. This Profuſion of Goodneſs over- 
whelms my Heart. 

_ Not one bit beyond a juſt Debt ; ſhe owes 
Ee Penna. 

Char. Let him proceed ; I am not aſhamed to 
own myfelt Mr. Heartſort's Debtor. 

Mil. Ay! | | 

Char. And tho' you have ſomewhat exceeded 
your Commiſſion, and faid more for me than per- 
haps the Stubbornneſs of my Temper might have 
permitted me to ſay, yet this I muſt confeſs, my 
Behaviour to Mr. Heartfort hath no way anſwer*d 
his Merits. , | 

Mil. Go on, go on, Madam ; you never ſpoke 
half ſo much Truth in your Life. 


* 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 


Millamour, Charlotte, Heartfort, Old Mutable, 
Touns Mutable. 


O. Mut. My Lord, I have been waiting for your 
Lordſhip above this Hour: If it had not been for 
Zacky here, I ſhould never have found you. 

Mil. A particular Affair, Sir, hath detained me; 
but I am ready now to wait on you. 

O. Mut. Jacky, is not that your former Miſtreſs, 
Miſs Stedfaſt? Odfo! it is ſhe. What can ſhe do 
here? 

Z. Mut. I wiſh ſhe be not come to ſpoil my Match 
with my Lord's Siſter. 

O. Mut. You have hit it, Boy. Jacty, you have 
hit it: but Pl try that. My Lord, my good 
Lord. (They talk apart. 

Heart. This is ſuch an Exceſs of Goodneſs ! You 
judge too harſhly indeed of a few flight Gaieties. 
Women with not halt your Merit or Beauty daily 
practiſe more. And give me rave to think, they 
were put on for a Trial of me. 5 

Char. Ay, but what Right had I to that Trial, 
unleſsI had intended, which I never can, to diſobey 
my Father? - 

Heart. Ha! never can 

Char. Heaven forbid I ſhould prove undutiful 
to him! And, Mr. Heartfort, wherefore, pray, 
did you underſtand all theſe Apologies made, but 
that after all your Merit, I muſt obey my Father in 
marrying this young Gentleman ? 

Heart. Contuſion |! 

O. Mut. Indeed, Madam, but there are more Fa- 
thers to be obeyed than one. My Son, Madam, is 
anpther Woman's Property ; and I believe I have 
as good a Right to my Son, as Mr. Stedfaſt hath to 
his Daughter. Ir's very fine, truly, that my _= 

m 


- 
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muſt be ſtolen from me and married whether I will 
or no! 

Z. Mut. Ay, Faith is it, Madam, very hard that 
you will have me, whether I will or no. 

Clar. Indeed ! 

O. Mut. Why truly, Madam, I am very ſorry 
it ſhould be any Diſappointment to you; but my 
Son, Madam, happen'd to be, without my Know- 
ledge, at the time I offer'd him to you, engaged to 
my Lord Truelove's Siſter. Was not he, my Lord? 
Sure, Madam, you would not rob another Woman 
of her Right. 5 

Cbar. Sir, if it pleaſe you, honoured Sir, my 
good Father · in- law that was to have been, a Word 
with you. 

O0. Mut. As many as you pleaſe, Madam; but no 
Father: in- la w. 

Char. Tho' in Obedience to my Father I had 
complied to accept your Son for a Huſband, yet I 
am obliged to your kind Refuſal, becauſe that 

oung Gentleman your Son, Sir, happens to be a 

erſon for whom, ever ſince I had the Honour of 
his Acquaintance, I have entertain*d the molt fur- 
priſing, invincible and infinite Contempt in the 
World. 

Z. Mut. Contempt for me! 

O. Mut. Contempt for Jacky! 

Char. It would be therefore ungrateful, to let 
ſuch a Benefactor as you be deceived in a Point 
which ſo nearly concerns him. This Gentleman, 
Sir, is no Lord, and hathno Eſtate. 

O. Mut. How,  Facky, no Lord! 

Z. Mut. Yes, Sir, I'll be ſworn he is. 

Char. And he hath contriv'd, Sir, to marry your 
ingenious Son to ſome common Slut of the Town. 
So I leave you to make up the Match, and am, Gen- 
tlemen, your moſt humble Servant. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIIL 
Millamour, Heartfort, Old and Young Mutable. 


Heart. Millamour, I thank thee for the Trouble 
thou haſt undergone for me; but as the Affair is no 
longer worth my Purſuit, 1will releaſe you from 
your troubleſome Title, and this Gentleman from 
his Miſtake. So, Sir, your Son is diſengaged, and 
you may marry him to the young Lady juſt now 
gone, whenever you pleaſe. 

Mil. Faith, Sir, I am ſorry I have no Siſter for 
your Son, with all my Hearr. 

O. Mut. And are you no Lord? 

Mil. No, Sir, to my Sorrow. 

O. Mut. Why have I been impoſed upon then ? 
(To 7. Mut.) But how came you to join inthe Conſpi- 
* Would you cheat your Father? | 

Maut. Indeed, Sir, not I. I was impoſed on as 
well as you took him for a Lord; for I don't 
know a Lord from another Perſon, but by his 
Dreſs. You cannot blame me, Sir. 

O. Mut. Nay, Jacky, I don't defire to blame 
you : I know thou art a good Boy and a fine Gen- 
tleman. But come, come with me. I will make one 
more Viſit to Mr. Stedfaſt, and try what's to be 
done. If I can pacify him, all's well yet. What 
had I to do with Lords? We Country Gentlemen 
never get any good by them. 


* 
_— — — — 


SCENE IX. 


Millamour, Heartfort. 


Nil. Come, Hearifort, be not grave on the Mat- 
ter: I will venture to affirm thy Miſtreſs is thy own, 
Heart. Damn her! do not mention her: I thould 
deſpiſe myſelf equal with the Fool juſt departed, - 


| —_ 1 think myſelf capable of forgiving her: No, 


believe 
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believe me, Millamour, was ſhe to commence the 
Lover, and take the Pains I have done to win her, 
would be ineffectual. 
And art thou ſo incenſed at a few Coquette 
Airs of Youth and Gaiety, which Girls are taught 
by their Mothers and their Miſtreſſes, to practiſe 
on us to try our Love, or rather our Patience, when 
perhaps their own tuffers more in the Attempt. 

1 *Sdeath ! Sir, hath ſhe not uſed me like a 


Mil. Certai inly. , 
Heart. Hath ſhe not trifled with my Paſſion beyond 


all Sufferance? 


Mil. Very true. 

Heart. Hath ſhe not taken a particular Delight in 
making me ridiculous? 
Mil. Too true! and ſince I ſee you can bear it, 
I will tell you, ſhe hath abuſed you, trifled with you, 
laughed at you, coquetted and jilted you. 

Heart. Hold, Millamour, do not accuſe her un- 
juſtly neither: I cannot ſay ſhe hath jilted me. 

Mil. Damn her! Think no more of her: It 
would be wrong in you to forgive her. 

Heart. Yes, torgive her I can : It would berather 
mean not to forgive her. Yes, yes, I will forgive 


Mil. Well, do ; and fo think no more of her. 

Heart. Iwill not; for it is impoſſible to impute 
ſo much ill Uſage only to the Coquettiſh Airs of 
_ For could I once be brought to believe 

" 

Mil. And yet a thouſand Women 

Heart. True, true, dear Millamour : A thouſand 
Women have played worſe Pranks with their Lo- 
vers, and afterwards made excellent Wives: Ir is 
the Fault of their Education, rather than of their 
Natures ; and a Man muſt be a Churl who would 
not bear a little of that Behaviour in a Miſtreſs, e- 


ſpecially 
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ſpecially in one ſo very young as Charlotte is, and ſo 
very pretty too. For, give me leave to tell 
we may juſtly aſcribe ſeveral Faults to the Number 
of Flatterers, which Beauty never is without : Be- 
ſides, you mult confeſs, there is a certain good Hu- 
mour that attends her Faults, which makes it im- 
poſſible for you to be angry with them, - 
Mil. Indeed to me ſhe appears to have no Faults 
but what ariſe from her Beauty, her Youth, or her 
Humour; for which Reaſon I think, Sir, you 
ought to forgive them, eſpecially if ſhe aſked ic of 
ou. 

a Heart. Aſked it of me! Oh! Millamour, could 
I deny any thing ſhe aſked of me? 

Mil. Well, well, that we ſhall bring her to; or 
at leaſt to look as if ſhe aſked it of you; and you 
know Looks are the Language of Love. 


Heart. But pray how came ſhe to your Lodgings | 
this Afternoon ? 3 
uepenny, art thou jealous? 


Mil. Ha! Tr 

Heart. No, faith : Your ſending for me prevents 
that, tho? I was never ſo much inclin'd... 

Mil. Let us go take one Bottle together, and I 
will tell you, tho* perhaps I muſt be obliged to truſt 
a Lady's Secret with you, (and I could truſt any 
but your own Miſtreſs's) Courage, Heartfors. 
What are thy Evils compar'd with mine, who 
have a Huſband to cantend with; a damn'd'legal 
Tyrant, who can raviſh a Woman with the Law. 
his Side. All my Hope and Comfort lie in his 
Age: And yet it vexes me, that my bloomin 
Fruit muſt be mumbled by an old Raſcal, who hath 
no Teeth to come at the Kernel. 


End of the Fourth ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
SCENE, Lucina's Apartment. 
LUCINA with a -Letter. 


J r'd Man? But what can it avail ? 
pbraid him more than I have 
g's 4 Sead done in that which he hath ſcorn- 
fully ſent back? Perhaps I was too ſevere. Let 
me reviſe it. Ha! what do I ſee? A Letter from 
another Woman. Clarinda Stedfaſt! O Villain! 
doth he think I yet want Teſtimonies of his Falſhood? 


4 — 
” OO 


SCENE I. 
Lucina, Platwel. 

Tuc. Oh! Plotwel, ſuch new Diſcoveries! The 

Letter you brought me back was not my own, but 

a RivaPs; a Rival as unhappy as myſelf. 

Pla. And now I bring you News of a Rival more 

happy than yourſelf, it the Poſſeſſion of a Rake be 
Happineſs. In ſhort, Mr. Millamour is to be mar- 
ried to the Daughter of Mr. Stedfa#. 
Luc. Ha! that was the Name I heard when at 
his Lodgings. He hath debauched his Wife, and 
would marry his Daughter. This is an Opportuni- 
ty of Revenge [ ha rdly could have wiſh'd. But how, 
how, dear Plotzwel, art thou appriſed of this? 

Plot. When you ſent me back to Millameur, while 
I was diſputing with his Servant, who denied me 
Admiſſion, a fine young Lady whip'd by me into a 
Chair: I then brib'd his Servant with a Guinea, 
who diſcover'd to me, that her Name was Stedf2/t ; 
that ſhe was a great Fortune, and to be married to 

his 
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his Maſter ; and that ſhe lived in Grofvenor- Street. 

Luc, Shall I beg you would add one Obligation 
more to thoſe I have l. received from you, and 
deliver him this Letter? It may prevent the Ruin 
of a young Creature 

Plat. One of Millamour's Letters to you, I ſup- 

e. But it will have no Effect, unleſs it recom- 
mends him the more to her, by giving her an Op- 
portunity of triumphing over a Rival. 

Luc. No Matter : To caution the unexperienc'd 
Traveller from Rocks we ſplit on, is our Duty; 
If chat be ineffeftual, his Raſhneſs be his Puniſh- 


ment. I 
Plot. Pray take my Advice, and reſoive to think 


no more of him. 

Luc. As a Lover, I never will. Oblige me in 
this, and then I will retire with you to the Cloyſter 
you ſhall chooſe, and never more have Converſe 
with that traiterous Sex. 

Plot. On Condition you think no more of Milla- 

mour, I will undertake it, tho* 'tis an ungrateful 
Office. 
Luc. Come in with me, while I encloſe it under 
Seal, that you may ſecurely affirm you are ignorant 
of the Contents. Come, my faithful Plotwel, be- 
lieve me I both hate and deſpiſe Mankind ; and 
from this Hour I will entertain no Paſſion but 
our Friendſhip in my Soul 

Friendſhip and Love by Heaven ſeem deſign'd, 

That to enoble, this bebaſe the Mind. 

Friendſhip's pure Joys in Life's laſt Hour 

remain ; 

By Love, that cheating Lottery, we gain 

A Moment's Bliſs, bought withan Age of Pain. 
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SCENE M. [A Tavern. 
Milamour, Heartfort. 
Mil. And now, dear George, I hope I have ſatis- 
fied your Jealouſy. | 


Heart. | wiſh I could fay you had as well fatis- 
fied me with your Behaviour to this young Lady 


to Clarinda 

Mil. What wouldſt thou have me do? | 

Heart, Why, faith, to be ſincere ; not what thou 
haſt done: However ſince that's paſt, all the Re- 
paration now in thy Power to make, is to ſee her 
no mote. 

Mil. That would be a pretty Reparation indeed! 


and perhaps ſhe would not thank you for giving me 


that Advice. | | 
Heart. Perhaps not; but I am ſure her Huſband 
would. | 
Mil. Her Huſband ! Damn the old Raſcal : The 
teazing ſuch a Cuckold, is half the Pleaſure of 


making him one. 


Heart. How ! what Privilege doſt thou perceive 
in thyſelf, to invade and deſtroy the Happineſs of 
another? Beſides, tho* Shame may firſt reach the 
Huſband, it doth not always end there: The Wife 
is always liable, and often is involved in the Ruin of 
the Gallant. The Perſon who deſerves chiefly to be 
expoſed to Shame, is the only Perſon who eſcapes 
without it. 

Mil. Heyday ! thou are not turning Hypocrite, 
I hope. Thou doſt not pretend to lead a Lite equal 
to this Doctrine 

Heart. My Practice perhaps is not equal to my 
Theory; but I pretend to fin with as little Miſchief 
as I can to others; and this I can lay my Hand on 
my Heart and affirm, that I never ſeduc'd a young 
Woman to her own Ruin, nora married one to the 
Miſery of her Huſband : Nay, and I know thee ox 

| "a 
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be ſo good-natur'd a Fellow, that what thou doſt of 
this kind ariſes from thy not conſidering the Conſe- 
quence of thy Actions ; and if any Weman can lay 
her Ruin on thee, thou canſt lay it on Cuſtom; 

Mil. Why, indeed, if we conſider it in a ferious 
way. 
Heart. And why ſhould we not? Cuſtom may 

lead a Man into many Errors, but it juſtifies none; 
nor are any of its Laws more abſurd and unjuſt, 
than thoſe relating to the between the 
Sexes: For what can be mort ridiculous than to 
make it infamous for Women to grant what it is ho- 
nourable for us to ſolicit, nay, to enſnare and al- 
moſt compel them into; to make a Whore a ſcan- 
datous, a Whoremaſter a reputable Appellation: 
Whereas, in reality, there is no more miſchievous 
Character than a public Debaucher of Women. 
NM. No more, dear George; now you begin to 
pieree to the Quick. L 

Heart. I have done: Iam glad you can feel ; it 
is a ſure Sign of no Mortification. 
© MH. Les, I can feel, and too much, that I have 
been in the wrong to a Woman, who hath no Fault 
but fooliſhly loving me. *Sdeath ! thou haſt rais'd 
a Devil in me, that will ſuffictently revenge het 
Quarrel. Oh! Hearifort, how was it poſſible for me 
to be guilty of ſo much Barbarity, without knowing 
it, and of doing her ſo many Wrongs, without ſee- 
ing them till this Moment, till it is too late, till I 
can make her no Reparation ? WIE” » 

Heart. Reſolveto ſee her no more; thats the beſt 
in your Power. 

Mil. Well, I will reſolve it, and wiſh I could do 
more; | 
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Millamour, Hearifort, _- 
Uſe, Oh! Mr. Millamour, Oh! 
Mil. What News ? 
Uſe. Oh! I am dead. | 
F-.. wa Drunk, I believe. What's the meaning g of 
Uk. Give me a Glaſs of Wine, for 1 am wir oe 
of Breath. 
Mil. Help! Hearifort, help! + 
Uſe. lam come Give me another Glaſs, 
Heart. You have no reaſon to-complain of your 
Breath, for I think you drink two Glaſſes in the ſame, 
Uſe. Well then, now I am a little come, to my 
ſelf, I can tell you I have charming, News for you : 
Clarinda continues ſtill in the fame dangerous way, 
and her Huſband but mum—what have I ſaid? — 
1 we were not alone. 
Heart. Oh! Madam, Iwill withdraw. 
Le. Well then, her Huſband hath ſent me to 
fetch you to her. 
Mil. He hath ſent too late; for I L have reſoly's 
to ſee her no more it 
Uſe. What do you mean ? 
Uſe. You will never ſee her more ! 
Mil. Never. | 
Te. Lou will ſee her no more! (Paſſionately. 
Mil. No: I have conſider'd it as the only * 
paration I can poſſibly make her. 
Uſe. Indeed! If that be the only Reparation you 
can make her, you are a very pretty Fellow. But it 
is falſe : You are not ſuch a fort of a Man. IfI 
had not known you not to be ſuch a fort of a Man,- - 
the Devil ſhould have had you, before I ſhould have 
troubled * Head about your Affairs. 137 
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Mil. My Heart reproaches me with no Action of 
my Life, equal with my Behaviour to Clarinda, and 
I would do any thing to make her Amends. 

Tf. Could not your Heart have reproach'd yon 
ſooner, beſore you r te 
Cheat you intend to put {pen her? 

Uſe. The worlt Cheat can put upon b . What! 
Sir, do you think ſhehath no Ex from you? 

Mil. It ſhe hath, ber Huſband will anſwer them, 

Uſe. Her Huſband ! her — was ©; nor 
- can't anſwer 1 7 
mil. Il am not inclin'd to jeſt — 

Le. Nor am "4 4— What would 
you ſay of a; Man, who would fail to the Indies, and 
when he was juſt come in Sight of his Port, tack a- 
bout and return without touching? Have not you 
been failing ſeveral Years into the Arms of your 
Miſtreſs, and now ſhe holds them open, you refuſe 
What! did you court her only to refuſe in 
your Turn? to refuſe her, when ſhe is A 
wi 

1 do you really think her as you ſay ? . 

Uſe. What could move her elſe to lay ſuch a 
Plot as ſhe hath done If fick, that 
you might be 3 for as/ her Phyſician? But you 
would = the byſician with her, and make her 
Diſtemper real. - - 

Mil. If I thought chab- 

Uſe. What can you think elſe Can any thing 
hurt a Woman equal with being refuſed ? 

Mil.' Refuſed ! what, giving up her matchleſs 
Beauty to my longing Arms? *Sdeath ! he is not of 
Fleſh and Blood who could refuſe. Thou deareſt 
Woman! and doſt thou think ſhe will conſent — 
Doſt thou think my Happineſs ſo near? 

Ne. I know it muſt be but: - 2 
Mil. But whats? ores of 5 


& 
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De. You had better make. her a Reparation for | 
A pak and'ſce her no more. 
—— ay, ſb T5vill--All thit Love, 
{porting} Cajer ger, wanton, raving Love can give 
2 fort; you a muſt Geeſe me: Buſinefs, Sir, 
Buſineſs of 2 calls me away 
Heart. I can gueſs your Buſtneſsby — 2 
AA. Come; my dear Heul, convey me, quick as 
— here only Hern full Satisfa- 
0 Uſe. And ther. perhaps you may keep your 
Word, and never ſee her any more. 
| | {Exeunt Uſe. 4nd Mill 
Hart. There gees 2 Inkaner of the great Power 
our Reaſon bith over our Paſſions, But hold, 
Why ſhould I feek Inftances abroad, who have ſo 
ſuſticient an Example in my own Breaſt — Where 
had Reafon-the Dominion, I ſhould have long fince 
expell'd the little Tyrant, who hath madefuch Ra- 
vage there — Of what Uſe is Reafon then? Why, 
of the Uſe-that a Window is to a Man in a Pri- 
fon, to let him ſee the Horrors he is confined in 3 
51 nen no Alliance nr . 
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8 0 E N E v. 
SCENE, Stedfaſt's Hage. 
Clarinda, Charlotte. 


Clar. Oh, Charlotte ! let no Paſſion prod on 
* throw your ſelf away on a Perſon you de- 
Marriage knows no Releaſe but Death, 
> I the World, I would give it torecal mine. 
__ Char. You ſee, Clarinda, it is eaſier to give Ad- 
vice than to take it. 

Clar. Lou are not in my Situation. Think, my 
Charlotte, think, but of the Danger I was in, a- 


gainſt 


y 2 
4 
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gainſt the Daily Solicitations of a Man, who.had 
ſo great a Friend within my Breaſt. My li 
Fortune __ A friendleſs, helpleſs Orp 

y Man I! 


little 
The ver ov'd, with whom I muſt at ay 
have ſhared Poverty, refuſing to make me the ho- 
nourable Partner of his Bed! What could Char- 
latte then have done? Would you have then refu- 
ſed a fich, an honourable Lover? 

_ Char. Hum! Agad, I don't know what I ſhould 
have done. Heaven forbid, it ſhould be my Caſe. 
I ſhould not have taken the old Fellow, I am po- 
ſitive. f 1 

Clar. Oh, my dear Charlotte! never let any 
thing tempt you to forfeit the Paths of Honour. 

Char. And yet, my dear Clarinda, you can feign 
yourſelf ſick to ſee your Lover. Pray, my dear, 
how doth a Woman's Honour do, when ſhe is fick 
to ſee her Gallant? 

Clar. Indeed, you wrong me. The Terror I 
have of your Father's Bed, put me on the feigning 
this Sickneſs, which will ſoon be real. For as to 
Millamour, I have determined never to fee him 
more. | 

Char. Nay, I will ſwear, I ſaw Uſeful take a 
Chair and go for him, as your Phyſician, by my 
Father's Order. 

Clar. You ſurprize me! O that wicked Wo- 
man, who hath been the Occaſion of all my Misfor- 
tunes, and is detemin'd ro perſecute me to the laſt 
Minute. 

Char, There is ſomewhat in her which I diſlike, 
and have often wondered why you would indulge "1 
her in the Freedoms ſhe takes. ; il 

Clar. O Charlatte ! in diſtreſy'd Circumſtances, | 
how eafily can Impudence get the Aſcendant over li 
us? Beſides, this Woman, of whom 1 now have | 
your Opinion, can outwardly act a Saint, as well 
as inwardly a Devil. What Defence hath the Igno- 

rance 


72 — — 
rance of twenty, 


the expericced ced Arts of 
fach a Woman? Neve me, I thank Heaven, 


J have eſcaped fo well, rather than wonder I have 
not eſcaped better. 

Char. Well, honoured Madam, if your Daugh- 
ter-in-Law may preſume to adviſe, reſt contented 
with the Honour you have already attain'd z for 
if you ſhould be overthrown but in one Battle, 
there's an End of all your former But 
huſh, huſh ; to your Char: My Father is com- 


ing up. 


—_— ——_— 


SCENE VL 
Stedfaſt, Clarinda, Charlotte. 


Sted. Well, Madam, how do you now? 
Char. My Mother is extremely ill, Sir. 
Sted. I did not aſk you How do you, Child? 

_ Car. Oh! 

Sted. Oh! This is the moſt comfortable Wed- 
ding-Day ſure, that ever Man had. Well the Do- 
ctor will be here preſently. 

Gar. Sir, the laſt Words my Mamma ſpoke 
were, ſhe deſired ſhe might not ſee the Doctor. 
Sted. Yes, Madam ; but the laſt Words I * 
are, that ſhe ſhall ſee him. 
Clar, No, Doctor No, Doctor. 
(Enter Uſeful and Millamour.) 
bo Ling (introducing Millamour) Sir, here's the 


Sued. Iam glad you are come, Sit: My Wife, 
is extremely ill Go to her. — Phyſicians ſhould 
make a little more Haſte. 

Fe. Give me your Hand, if you pleaſe, Ma- 

Sted. How do you do, Child? ? 

- Clar. Oh! 


Sted. 


Sted. That's all I have been able to get of her, 
Doctor; ſhe is wor able to tell you even how the 
doth. 
e. (Afide.) A true Phyſician faich He feels 
for her Pulſe in her Palm. 
Stad. How do you find her, Doctor? ' 
Mil. Truly, Sir, I wiſh there may not be more 
in the Caſe, than is 1 
Sted. Nay, the World ſhall not ſay ſhe died for 
want of Aſſiſtance. I will go ſend for another. 
Mil. Oh, Sir! there's no Need of that—T Gn 
truſt to my own Skill. 
Sted. I'm reſolved. 


U. Come, Madam, wel leave the Dodtor to 


his Patient. 


$CENE VII. 


Clarinda, Millamour. | 
Mi. Oh, ſpeak to me, Clarinda — Whiſper 
2 tender to my Soul, or I ſhall dic before 
t | 
Clar. Thou haſt undone me, Millamonr. 


Mil. Then I have undone myſelf! Myſelf! 


Whar's that to having ruin'd thee! I woods be 
Ages expiring to preſerve thee. My Dear! my 
only Love! Too late I ſee the Follies of my Life. 
I fee the fatal Conſequence of my ungoventd, 
lawleſs Paſſian, 

dar. Oh! had thy Eyes but Yeſterday been 
open*d; but now it 5 too late. 
- Mi. Too late! I will put back the Hand of 
Time. O think it not too late. Oh, couldſt thou 
but reeover ;z thy Marriage could not, ſhould not 
keep us from being happy. 

Clar. Alas, my Diſeaſe i a poor 'Pretence, 
to ſee you once again to this laſt Farewel. 


Mil. Thou Angel Softneſs ! Thou Fountain of 


. L Eternal 
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Sweets! To take a laſt Farewel! Ther 
I will bid farewel to Life, Clarinds. Life, which I 
will not endure without thee. Witneſs Heaven, 
chat could EF but fecal bleſt Yeſterday I would 
not ſlight the Offers of thy virtuous Love, for the 
whole World of Beauty, or of Wealth ! Oh Fool! 
to trifle wich fo vaſt a BleGing,, till it was ſnatch'd 
from thee ! Yet ſince we cadnge bÞ what wo wiſh, 
let us be hat we can. 

Char. No, Millamaur, never with the Forſeit of 
my Honour. I will loſe my Life: Nay, what | 


value much more, rather than quit that Idol of my 
Soul, I will _—__ 


rr "IR — — 


| SCE N E VIII. 
* Clarinda, Charkite, Uſeful, Stedfaſt, 


5 
Up. Huſh, buſh, to your Poſts, to your Poſts, 
Stad. (introducing Criſis) Doctor, that is your 
Patient, and Heaven direct your Judgment. 
S1, Sir, Sir, harkee, who's that ? I obſeryed 
him feel her Pulſe, | 
Seed. That is a Brother Phyſician, Sir. 
Ci, Ay, What is his Name? 
Sted. Doftor, Dr. Crifis defires to know your 
. My Name! Name — My Name is Cruel. 
Criſ.. Gruet, I don't know him, nor do I remem- 


ber his Name in the College. Some Quack, I ſappoſe. 
—— Sir, here's your Fee I'm your humble Servant. 


Sted. Stay, ſtay, dear Doctor. 

Ci. Sir Sir, I will conſult with no 
have not ſtudied Ph yſick fo 
a 


_—_—. 


Sir, 1 
long, to conſult with 
Quack |! Wherefore have we a College of ny 


ficians, if we are to call Quacks to our Aſſiſtance 
Sted, * Doctor, my Wife will 


Crif. 


die. 
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- Criſ. Sir, I can't 
were to die, unleſs that were out of the Room 
I will have nothing to do. And that I am refolv'd. 

Sted. If you come to that, Sir, I am refalved he 
ſhall not be ſent out of the Room. I would not 


ſend him out of the Room to fave myWife's Life ; 
No, nor ſcarce to fave my own Life. So fee whaſe 
Refolution will be broke firſt, yours or mine. 


Keſolred. Quotha. 


Criſ. Here, Jobn, my Cdach to the Door — 


Conſult with a Quack 

Sted. Doctor, pray return my Fee. 

* Cri. Sir, your humble Servant. 

| Mi, I hope, Sir, we ſhall not want his Advice. 
I apprehend the Diſtemper to be now, ſome Mo- 
ments paſt the Criſis, and in half an Hour, I may 


Being our of ad you the baff y News of your Wife's 
in Danger. Bur it is intirely neceſſary 


(Enter Servant, who «whiſpers Stedſaſt.) 

Sted. Doctor, you will excuſe me a few Minutes 
— A Lady wants me below Stairs. (Exit. 

Mil. Cai” Nurſe ; you muſt put your Patient 
to Bed, and then PH viſit her again. 

Clar. Never, never, Miflamour. Never from 
this Hour will I behold that Face again. That 
fatal Cauſe of all my Mifery. 

Mil. Barbarous Clarinda !. Can I be knowin 
the Cauſe of one Misfortune to when I would 
not E. Ty the World with one Sigh of thine. 

Thy Converſation is dangerous to my Ho- 
nour ; and 5 I will fly thee as the worft 
of Contagions — Farewell — And think you have 
Joſt a Woman, who durſt not from her Tenderneſs, 
ever ſee thee more. ( Exit. 
Mil. Oh Agony! Oh Glarinda 

Uſe. Ha, ha, ha — That ever a Man, who 


L 2 knows 


* * it half the World 


Rola go wo Bel, and then Iwill go and ſee her. 


.  R 
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Eternal Sweets! To tak a laſt Farewd ! Ther 
I will bid farewel to Life, Clarinds. Life, which K 
will not endure without thee. Witneſs Heaven, 
that could I but recal bleſt Yeſterday again, I would 
not ſlight the Offers of thy virtuous Love, for the 
whole World of Beauty, or ** Wealth ! Oh Fool! 
to trifle with fo vaſt a Bleſfing,, till it was ſnatch'd 
from thee! Yet ſince we cannot be what we wiſh, 
let us be what we can. 

Char. No, Millamour, never with the Forſeit of 
my Honour. I will loſe my Life: Nay, what 1 


value much more, rather than quit that Idol of my 
Soul, I will loſe you. 


| I" Ml... att. Mt. _ * 3 


SCENE VIII. 
Millamowr, Clarinda, _— Uſeful, Stedfaſt, 


Le, Huſh, buſh, 10 8 to your Poſts. 
Sied. (introducing Crits) Doctor. "ay is your 

Patient, and Heaven direct your Judgment. 

Criſ. Sir, Sir, harkee, who's that? I obſeryed 
him feel her Pulſe, 

$ted. That is a Brother Phyſician, Sir. 

Ci, Ay, What is his Name? 
Steed. 1 Dr. Crifis defires to know your 
Name, 

Mil. My Name! Name — My. Name is Gruel. 
Oi. Gruel, I don't know him, nor do I remem- 
ber his Name in the College. Some Quack, I ſuppoſe. 
— Sir, here's your Fee — I'm your humble Servant. 

Sted. Stay, ſtay, dear 

Crif. S6. 1 . will conſult with no Quacks, Sir, I 
have not ſtudied Phyſick ſo long, to conſult with 
a Quack! Wherefore have we a College of Phy- 


— 


ſicians, if we are to call Quacks to our Afiſtance ? | 
Sed. For Heaven's Sake, Doctor, my Wife will 


Crif. 


die. 
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Criſ. Sir, I can't hel 
were to die, unleſs that 


I will have nothing to do. And that 2 
Sted. If you come to that, Sir, 


e e e 


ſend him out of the Room to fave my Wiſe's Life ; 


No, nor ſcarce to fave my own Life. So ſee whaſe 


Refolution will be broke firſt, yours or mine.— 
Reſolved, Quotha 
Criſ. Here, Jobn, my Coach to the Door — 
Conſult with a Quack ! 
Sted. Doctor, pray return my Fee. 
Criſ. Sir, your humble Servant. 
Mil. I hope, Sir, we ſhall not want his Advice. 
I r the Diſt to be now, ſome Mo- 
ments paſt the Criſis, and in half an Hour, I may 


t it is 1ntirely neceſſary 

n ne ſee her. 

Enter Servant, who whiſpers Stedfaft.) 

Sted. Doctor, you will excuſe me a few Minutes 

— A Lady wants me below Stairs. (Exit. 

| Mi. Come, Nurſe; you muſt put your Patient 
to Bed, and then PH viſit her again. 

Clar. Never, never, Miflamour. Never from 
this Hour will I behold that Face again. That 
fatal Cauſe of all my Miſery. 

Mil. Barbarous Clarinds !. Can I be knowingly 
the Cauſe of one Misfortune to when I would 
not haſe the World with one Sigh of thine. 

Clar. Thy Converſation is dangerous to my Ho- 
nour ; and n I will fly thee as the 2 * 
of Contagions — Farewell And think you have 
foſt a Woman, who durft not from her Tenderneſs, 
ever ſee thee more. ( _ 

- Mil. Oh Agony! Oh Clarinds ! 

Uſe. Ha, ha, ha — That ever a Man, its 


L 2 knows 


it, it half the World 
were out of the Room 


ar 1; Bag ſend 5 01 the Ae. y News of your Wife's 
| u 
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knows ſo much of the Sex as. Mr. Millamour, 
ſhould deſpair at the very Brink of Victory. 

Mil. Sdeath — Did ſhe not ſay, ſhe'd never ſee 
me more. 

Uſe. Well, and hath ſhe not faid ſo a hundred 
times; and ſeen you as often! Did ſhe not ſay, 
ſhe durſt not ſee you more? Women are all Cow- 
ards, and dare not do any thing unleſs they are 
forced to it. I tell you, ſhe is wiſhing, fighing 
igr you. Honour and Love have a Conti with- 

Breaſt, and if you ſtand by the little Gentle- 
man, Pl! hold a thouſand Fes he gets the 
better. 

Mi. No more of this Foolery. Thou haſt un- 
done us both. And by = I will be re- 
on thee. I will expoſe thee to all Man- 
as thy Infamy deſerves, till every wretched 
ſhall Av 2 every honeſt Woman deſpiſe 
and every Boy „ meets thee, ſhall hoot 


kind, 
Maid 
thee, 


| thee "through the World. 


Uſe. Is this my Reward? 

1 Reward ! There is nane in Law or Juſtice 
equal to thy Deſerts. Thou art a more miſchiev- 
ous Animal than a Serpent; and the Man or Wo- 
man, who admits one of thy deteſtable Character 


| . his Houſe or Acqua intance, acts more fooliſh- 


y than he who admits a Serpent into his Boſom. 
blic Mark of Infamy ſhould be ſet on every 
Aon Wretch, that we * ſhun them as a Con- 
tagion. Never ſee me more; for if thou do'ſt, I 
ſhall forego the Dignity of my Sex to puniſh thee. 
O I will purſue thee ſtill : For next to 
having thee mine, is leaving my Life at thy Feet. 
Us. Very fine! I have no more to do here at 
preſent. Such Encouragement will tempt me to 
grow honeſt, and quit my Em ployment. | 


__ SCENE 


SCENE IX. 
Stedfaſt, Plotwel. | ; 


Sted. A very pretty reaſonable Gentleman, true- 


ly. Would not one Woman content him? 
Muſt he have my Wife and Daughter too? 
Would he have my whole Family? Madam, I 
know not how to return this Obligation, which. 


nou, hath laid upon me. 

Plat. Can you not find then in this Face ſome- 
thing which might give you a Reaſon for that 
Concern? Look ſtedfaftly on me, and tell me, 
if you remember no Mark in theſe Features, which 
were once known to you? 

Sted. There's ſomething in that Voice, that 


Plot. That once was Muſic in your Ears, if e- 


ver you ſpoke Truth to Cleomela. 

Sed. Cleomela! _ | 
Plot. Are there then any Horrours in that Name. 
ever it hath alter*d this unhappy Face. Still. if 
Remembrance of paſt Joys be ſweet, the Name of 
Cleomela ſhould be ſo. | 


Sted. I am fo ſurpris'd! I ſcarce have Reaſon 
left to recollect you. | 
Plot. Be not terrified. I come not to upbraid. 
you; to thunder any Injuries in your Ears, nor 
Breach of Promiſe. © | | 

Sted. You know you cannot. It was your own 
Fault prevented my fulfilling them. Would you 
have changed your Religion. You know my Re- 
ſolutions were to have married you. And you 
know my Reſolutions were never to marry you, un- 
leſs you did. You kept your Religion, and I my Re- 


# 


tion 


Pla. 
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the great Concern you have ſhewed for my Ho- 


Age certainly hath left no Furrows there, how- 


— - - — 
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- neral Diſtem per in the Kingdom. 


Plot. How eaſily Men find Excuſes to avoid 
what they diſlike ! But that is paſt; nor do I 
come to claim the fulfilling it. 

Sted. No, Heaven hath taken care to put that 


out of my Power. As this Letter hath told you 


before. ET 
Plot. I aſſure you, Sir, the Contents of that Let - 
ter I am a Stranger to. | | 
Sted. Are you? then pray read it — for I in- 
tend to make them no Secret. (Plotwel takes the 
| Letter, reads, aud ſhews much Surprixe.) 


SCENE X. 

Millamour, Stedfaf, Mrs. Plotwel. 
Nil. Oh, Sir, the moſt unfortunate News. 
Sted. What's the Matter? : | 
Mil. Your poor Lady is relapſed into the moſt 

violent Fit of Madneſs. And I queſtion much whe- 


ther ſhe will ever ſpeak again, 3 
Sted. She hath no Need. She hath Hands to 


©. ” 


8 


write her Mind. Nay, were they cut off too, ſhe 
would find ſome other Tongue. She would in- 
vent as ſtrange Methods to betray the Lewdneſs of 


her Mind, as Lavinia did to diſcover her Injury. 


Mil. Hey-day! Your Wife hath infected you 
Sted. Yes, my Wife has infected me indeed. It 
breaks out here ¶ pointing to bis Head) Harkee, Sir, 
if there be any infectious thing about my Wife, ſhe 
will communicate it to more than her Huſband. 
Mil. What can be the Meaning of this? I am 
forry to ſee this, Sir, Very ſorry to hear this. 
This is no common Diſtemper. 
Sted. No! I thought Cuckoldom the moſt ge- 


SCENE 


\ 


SCENE XI. 
Old Mutable, Stedfaſt, Millamour, Plotwel. 


O. Mut. Odſo, Mr. Stedfaſt, I am ſorry to 
hear your Lady is ill, 

S148. It is probable you may; for you a: i 2:6 
not likely to be ſorry on the ſame Occaſion. .. 

O. Mut. No, it is not — Yes, it .it is im- 
poſſible — Agad ! tis he— tis — my dear Lord 
Truelove, Pm your moſt obedient, humble *. 
vant. 

Sted, My Lord Truelove ! 

O. Mut. * Sir, this is the worthy Lord, Sir, 
to whoſe Siſter I was to have married my Son, 
till, by good Luck, Sir, [ nad ane Les Whew. 
love to be no Lord, but a certain wild, young Va- 


gabond, who goes by the Name of Millamour. 
Sted. What's this I hear? — 


Mil. Ay, *tis ſo, — the Houſe is infected, and 


every Man is mad that comes into it. 


O. Mut, Mad! You young Dog, you have 
made a Fool of me, I thank you. 


Sted. J am a fine one, ay. if Doctor Gruet 
be a Cheat. 
Plot, Mr. Millamour ! | 
Mil. Nay, then tis in vain to contend. And 
it requires leſs Impudence to confeſs all than to de- 
ny it. My dear Mrs. Plotwel. (Millamonr and 
Plotwel talk apart, and then go out tagetber.) 


O. Mut, Mr. Stedfaſt, if you pleaſe we'll make 
no longer Delay of the Wedding — 

Sted. Sir, I hate the Name of Wedding — 

O. Mut. Hey:day! I hope you are not capable 
of breaking your Reſolution. | 

Sted. Sir, I ſhall break my Heart — A Man that 
is married is capable of every thing but being 
happy. 


O. Mit. 
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O. Mut. Come, come. Pm forry for what's 
paſt, and am willing, to ſhew my Repentance, to 
t it out of my Power to offend any more. 
hat ſignifies Delays? — Let us have the Wed- 


ding to Night- 
Sted. Whenever you pleaſe, Sir. | 
O. Mut. If your Daughter be ready, my Son is. 
Sted. I have no Daughter, Sir. 
O. Mut. Ha, ha, ha. You're a merry Man. 
Sted. Look ye, Gentlemen, — if one of you will 
| | take my Wife, the other ſhall have my Daughter. 
| io them Millamour.] 
Mil. Oh, Sir! the luckieſt News: Your Lady 
i! 4s recovered, her Diſtemper left her in a Moment, 
| as by a Miracle at the Sight of Mrs. Plotwel. 
0 Steed. My Diſtemper is not remov'd. 
| - Mill. Take courage, Sir, I'Il warrant IT cure 


— What are you fick of? | 
| _ Sted, What you are fick of too by this time — 
| l My Wife. 7 

| Mil. Is that all? 
Sted. This Inſult, Sir, is worſe than your firſt 
Injury; — but the Law ſhall give me a Reparation 


Mil. Here comes a better Friend to you than 
the Law — If your Wife be all your Illneſs, ſhe 
will do what the Law can ſeldom do, unmarry » 
you again, — I don't know how uneaſy you may 
be for marrying my Miſtreſs; but I am fure you 
ought to be ſo for marrying your own D /zhter. 


SCENE XI. 
Too them Clarinda, Charlotte, Hearifort. 
Plot. Start not at that Word, but thank the 
watchful Care of Heaven, which hath ſent me here 
this Day to prevent your Fall, even at, the Brink 
of Ruin. — And, with a Joy becoming fo bleſt 


an Occaſion, receive your Daughter to your mw 
f ; ar . 


4 
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c.. My Father, — 1 im reſotved + to 2 


2 «17 28 „ . 


by that Name. le 
Sted. Call me any thing but r Huſband: = 


Plot. She is indeed your — rl 
of our Loves — the Witneſs of your Treachery, 


and my Shame, whom that cken Woman ſe- 


duced from the Nunnery, where 1 — 1 I — 

Clar. Sir, I kneel for your Bleſing, nor 11 1 
riſe *till you have given it me 
Sted. Take it, my Child, and be aſſured no 
Father ever gave it more gladiy.— This is indeed 
a happy Diſcovery — I have found my — 
and I have loſt my Wife. 

Plat. My Child, let me nnn thee — 
This is Happineſs indeed! — _ 

O. Mut. What, have you more Daugters chan 
one, Mr. Stedfaft? © | 

Sted. Even as you ſee, Sir. a 

O. Mut. Why then, Sir, I hope you will no 

take it amiſs, that I deſire all further Treaty * 
ceaſe between us. 
Sted. Sir, I would not marry a Daughter of mine 
into your Family, was your Eſtate ten times as 
large as it is — So now you have my Reſolution. 
I ſhould expect, by ſuch a Mateh, to become 
Grand- father to a — — 

O. Mut. Very well, Sir, very well — there's no 
Harr lone — my Son is in ſtatu quo, and as fine 
a Gentieman as ever he was. — 

Heart. Your Honour, Sir, is now eee 
You will give me Leave once more to mention my 
Ambition, eſpecially if another- Child is to ſhare 
my Charlotte”s Fortune, I may 9 at leaſt wor- 
thier of her in your Eye. — 

Sted. Here! — Take her — take ber — 

I told you, Sir, I would obey my Fa- 

M N her 3 
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ther z but I hope. you, wil never expect me. to o- 


Huſband. -Þ 
— pect more Obedience than 


u — 

Heart. When 1 | 
you are willing to pay, I hope you will puniſh me 
bar. Well, I own I have not deſerved ſo 
much Conſtancy — but, I aflure you, if I can get 
Gratitude enough I will pay you ; for I hate to be 
in Debt. | 

Mil. You was pleaſed, Sir, this Day to promiſe 
me, that, on the Recovery of your Lady's Senſes, 
you would give me whatever I ſhould aſk. _ 
. Sted. Ay, Sir, you ſhall have ber before you 
aſk. There ſhe is, ſhe hath given you her Inclina- 
tions, and ſo+ I give you the reſt of her. Heav'n 
be prais'd, Pm rid of them both. Stay, here is 
another Woman ſtill, Will no body have her, 
and clear my Houſe of them; for it is impoſſible 
for a Man to keep his Reſolutions, while he hath 
one Woman in it. 7 | 
Mil. My Clarinda, Oh ! tranſporting Extaſy ! 

Clar. My Millamour ! my ever loved! 
Mil. Hearifort, your Hand. I am now the 
happieſt of Mankind. I have, on the very point 
of loſing it, recovered a Jewel of ineſtimable Va- 
lue. O Clarinda | my former Follies may, through 
an Exceſs of gaod Fortune, prove advantageous to 
both in our future Happineſs. While I, from 
the Reflection on the Danger of loſing you, to 
which the Wildneſs of my Deſires betray'd me, 
ſhalt enjoy the Bliſs with doubled Sweetneſs. And 
you from thence may deriye a tender and a conſtant 
From my Example let all Rakes be taught, 

To ſhun looſe Pleaſure's ſweer, but pois' nous 

„ Draught. 3 
Vice, like a ready Harlot, ſtill allures; 
* *: Virtue gives flow, but what ſhe gives, ſecures, 
ey END of the Fifth ACT. us 
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EPILOGUE. 
Written by a FRIEND, and Spoken 
Mrs. VOF FING TON. 


HE Trial ended, and the Sentence o r, 
The Criminal ſtands mute, and pleads no mare, 

Sunk in Deſpair, no diſtant Hope he views, 
Unleſs ſome friendly Tongue for Mercy ſues. 
So too our Bard (whatever be his Fate) 
Hath ſent me here Compaſſion to create : 
If damn d, to blunt the Edge of Critics Laws; 
if ſav'd, to beg Continuance of Applauſe. 
All this the frighted Author bid me ſay. 
— But now for my own Comments on bis Play. 


This Millamour, for ought I could diſcover, 
Was no ſuch dang*rous, forward, puſhing Lover: 
Upon the Bull 1, like uemtur d, 
Enter'd bis Clſetubere be never enter d; 
But left me, after all my Kindneſs Seton, 

In a moſt barbavous Manner, quite alone: 
Whilſt I, with Patience io our Sex not common, 
Heard him preſcribing to another Woman : 

But, tho* quite langmfting and vaſily ill 

She was, I could not find fhe took one Pill. 
Tho* her Diſeaſe was high, tho* fierce th* Attack, 
You ſaw he was an unperforming Quack : 

But ſoon as Marriage alter'd bis Condition, 

He cur'd her as a regular Phyſician, 
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| Ah the great Point of Life, this ſcem d to ſtrike 3 4 
Dau#hter Charlot ; 


Fathe e tk # #; in „ 
255 all Reſolutions which be 212 


re*s very much unlite bim. 
| (Int me fe on them) a 
4 er mn wy 


I think without Sh Naur ey I may ſay, 
There's" ſtrift Poetic Tuſtice through this Play. 
Tou beard the Fool deſpis'd ; the Bawd's juſt Sentence; 
Heartfort'? Reward, #**; Millamout”; Repentan —* 
And fuch Repentance muſt Forgiveneſs carry; 
Sure there dnn 2 when 4 we marry.” , 


At 
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